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Chapter 1 — A New 
Possibility 


The celebratory banquet started at noon and lasted until dusk, 
turning into a full success. It was a feast for enduring the battle 
for several dozens of days after confirming the enemy’s 
retreat. Be it nobles or commoners, everyone got intoxicated 
by peace, celebrating the victory and letting their joy free 
reign. 


While being treated to pastry, which had been lacquered with 
honey, and fruit wine, the people danced, sang, and extolled 
the heroes in the castle town. Now that summer was ending, a 
refreshing breeze lightly blew through the royal capital. 


People clad in fine, expensive dresses held lighthearted talks 
in a saloon of the royal palace towering halfway up the 
Luberon Mountain. The tables here and there were filled with 
food and alcohol, which were continuously replenished with 
new dishes, and in a corner an orchestra played a gentle 
melody so as to not disturb the conversations. In spite of the 
sky having started to darken if you looked outside, the saloon 
was heated by the many attendees. 


‘The thing called makeup 1s really troublesome.” Eleonora 
Viltaria let a soft sigh escape while walking through the very 
long hallway leading to the saloon. 


She was one of Zhcted’s prided Vanadis, commonly called 
Elen by her close friends. Currently she was 18 years old. She 
had carefully put up her silver hair into a plait at the back of 
her head allowing her hair to spill down as usual. Her body 
was wrapped up by a snow white dress decorated with 
silverwork and pearls all over. On her left arm she wore a 
silver bracelet which had a hunter engraved into it. A faint 
makeup had been applied on her beautiful face overflowing 
with gallantry. 


“However, showing up with makeup in a state of being only 
applied at spots would be rude instead, wouldn’t it?” The 
blond woman walking a half step behind Elen soothed with a 
gentle tone. 


It was Limalisha, Elen’s adjutant and also her closest friend. 
With an age of 21 years that made her three years older than 
her mistress, she was referred to with the nickname Lim by 
several people, starting with Elen. She didn’t don a dress, but 
covered her tall figure in a military uniform. Her hair being 
bound on the left side of her head was no different from usual. 
However, just like her mistress, a faint layer of makeup had 
been applied on her face. 


The two had friendly chats with several friends and 
acquaintances until just a little while ago, but since their 
makeup had started to come off, they reluctantly excused 
themselves, and then swiftly reapplied the makeup. 


Once they entered the saloon, returning to the place where 
they had held their pleasant talks, they spotted three girls 
cheerfully chatting about something. It was Ludmila Lourie 
and Sofya Obertas, both Vanadis just like Elen, and Titta, 
Tigrevurmud Vorn’s maid. The three of them had dolled 
themselves up, just like Elen. 


Ludmila had the same age as Elen. She, who was nicknamed 
Mila, had put up her blue hair and wore a light blue dress 
arranged with golden ribbons and cuffs. The ruby adorning her 
chest increased her radiance all the more, coupled with her 
dress. 


Sofya was 22 years old. Elen and the others called her Sofy. 
Her loosely waving golden hair was tied by a hair ornament 
using white flowers, and spilled down from her shoulder. Her 
body was covered by a light green dress that boldly opened up 
at the back. 


Titta was the youngest among the five ladies with her 17 years. 
Until a short time ago she had an adorable, childish face, but 
recently her cheeks had become shapely, endowing her with a 
beauty appropriate to her age. Her chestnut-colored hair was 
put together at the back of her head, bound by a light red 


ribbon. Her red dress exposed the area from her shoulders to 
her chest. 


When she saw this attire for the first time, she refused wearing 
it with her face bright red up to the ears. After Elen’s insistent 
encouragement, she made up her mind and put it on. And, her 
having summoned her courage showed effect. After all she 
was told, “It’s lovely,” by the sole person she wanted to see 
her wearing it. 


After looking at the faces of the three in turns, Elen asked Sofy 
while tilting her head to the side, “What about Tigre?” 


This was the nickname of Tigrevurmud Vorn. Before Elen and 
Lim stepped out, he had been together with the three. In 
response to Elen’s question, Sofy turned her eyes towards 
another place. At the end of her look, Tigre in his ceremonial 
suit was surrounded by around five or six elegant men and 
women. 


Mila explained the circumstances with an expression that 
showed her disinterest, ““The nobles of Brune want to extend 
their greetings and congratulations by all means, he said.” 


“It’s the difficult part of being a hero. I wonder whether he 
will be able to get back here at all.” Sofy revealed a sad smile. 


Those wishing to exchange words and deepen their friendship 
with Tigre shouldn’t be just the five of them. 


Sachstein’s army this year in spring, and Muozinel’s army in 
summer had each launched a huge offensive with big armies, 
targeting Brune’s land and wealth, but both were repelled by 
Tigre. It was also this youth who hindered Melisande in her 
rebellion, aiming for Princess Regin’s life. 


The troubadours sang, “There’s no one with equal deeds of 
arms,” but this was also something many people had realized. 
This celebratory banquet was held to celebrate the newly- 
achieved peace and Brune’s victory. It was a matter of course 
that Tigre would play a leading role in this along Regin, 
Brune’s sovereign. 


Elen didn’t say anything, but she narrowed her eyes like a 
pouting child, twisted her mouth slightly, and fiddled around 


with her hair. 


Titta called out to Elen, trying to console her, “We will be able 
to talk with him tomorrow again.” 


“—You’re right.” Elen formed a smile on her lips and nodded 
at Titta. 


A girl who s younger than I am is enduring it, so it’s not a 
place for me to let my dissatisfaction show. 


“But, leaving myself aside, shouldn’t you go over to Tigre, 
even if you have to wedge yourself into that throng, Titta? 
Have that guy burn your charming figure into his memory on 
this very occasion.” Elen incited Titta with a mean smile. 


That caused Titta to furiously blush, cover her chest with both 
hands, and hang her head in shame. Going by her expression, 
she apparently couldn’t muster a voice out of nervousness and 
embarrassment, and not because she hated it. 


Elen and Titta had one point in common. Both were people 
who Tigre had confessed to and who joyfully accepted his 
feelings. The current Tigre — granted that there had been 
various troubles and circumstances until he reached that point 
— had become aware that he was a womanizer loving several 
women at the same time. Both Elen and Titta loved Tigre for 
what he was, including that aspect. And, while both have 
acknowledged each other, they harbored a competitive mindset 
of trying to steal a march on the other, but that held no relation 
to the current situation. 


Just as Sofy had said, Tigre didn’t return to Elen’s group even 
after he finished his light chat with the noble men and women. 
Someone always called out to Tigre, replacing the previous 
conversational partners and keeping him surrounded by 
several people. Some people were courteous, others addressed 
him exaggeratedly. 


Even for Elen and the others it was impossible to wait for 
Tigre to return while having a friendly chat. After all three 
Vanadis, who ranked next to the king in Zhcted, were among 
them. Moreover, Lim was known for her bravery in the battle 


against Muozinel, and Titta wasn’t just Tigre’s maid, but also 
someone trusted by Regin. 


Above all, all of them were young and beautiful. There was no 
way that those women wouldn’t garner any attention. After 
one knight mustered his courage and chatted them up, more 
knights and lords followed suit, calling out to them. 


It was only one and a half koku later that Elen and the others 
were finally released from all conversational partners. And it 
was also at that time when Elen noticed that Tigre had 
disappeared from the saloon. 


OOo 


Another advantage of having built the royal palace halfway up 
Luberon Mountain were the many gardens. Among the various 
places with seasonal flowers in full bloom displaying all kinds 
of colors, there was one quiet area where stone statues, which 
had been erected by artists while competing in skill, lined up. 


Tigre was in one of those gardens. He wore a tunic with black 
as basic color atop white, silken clothes. His dull, red hair had 
been reined in with perfumed oil, but because he had 
unconsciously fallen prey to his habit of churning his hair 
when he arrived at this place, his hair style had returned to its 
usual messy state. 


The nature of Luberon Mountain had been left untouched here 
as far as possible. Trees were towering along the gentle slope, 
and thickets were extending across this area. The hustle and 
bustle of the banquet couldn’t be heard from here. 


Tigre laid down on the slope while still wearing his ceremonial 
suit, and gazed at the moon as it was climbing high into the 
sky. Fatigue was written all over his face, illuminated by the 
moonlight. He thought that he would like to fall asleep here 
just like this. Because summer was nearing its end, it was cool, 
but not really cold. At least not as chilly that he would catch a 
cold. 


Tigre being able to rest here was owed to the concern of 
Mashas Rodant. Saying that someone was calling for him, he 
allowed the youth to escape the saloon. 


Mashas wasn’t just an authority within the royal palace, but 
also someone wholeheartedly trusted by Tigre. There was no 
one who would doubt his words. 


“T guess I should go back after a little while...” 


There was a plethora of people in the saloon who hadn’t been 
able to speak with Tigre yet. It was troublesome, but it wasn’t 
as though he could allow Mashas alone to bear the brunt of 
this difficult task. 


Suddenly Tigre noticed someone approaching his location. He 
could hear footsteps as they pushed their way through the 
grass. However, he couldn’t sense anything similar to hostility. 


—Well, this is a garden, so its not unusual for someone to 
come here... 


The youth only pointed his eyes in the direction with his body 
remaining laying down. Surprise dyed his eyes. The one who 
appeared from within the darkness was someone unexpected. 


Golden hair that had been arranged carefully, blue eyes that 
made one recall a clear lake, white skin, and the features of a 
lovely girl. A pure white dress cladding her delicate body, and 
countless accessories shining as they reflected the moonlight. 


Regin Estelle Loire Bastien do Charles. The seventeen years 
old princess ruling over Brune after succeeding her late father 
and king, Faron. Spotting the youth, she smiled broadly. 


“Ts it okay for me to sit down next to you?” 


With the other party being a princess, Tigre couldn’t afford to 
remain laying on the ground. He lifted his body in a hurry, 
took off his black tunic, and spread it out on the ground. Regin 
walked over, and sat down on the tunic with words of thanks. 
It was likely for the sake of not wasting Tigre’s consideration. 


“Are your guards not with you?” Tigre asked curiously. 


It was difficult to imagine that she, the ruler of this kingdom, 
would walk around all by herself. 


Regin showed a smile similar to that of a child that succeeded 
in pulling off a prank, “I lost them.” 


Tigre burst into laughter with his shoulders trembling. 


Regin continued without making him feel any of her usual 
ladylike dignity as ruler, “Just when I wanted to take a little 
breather, I caught sight of your back...” 


Tigre fully understood. He felt sympathy with her guarding 
knights, but his sympathy towards Regin won out. The Regin 
he saw at the saloon was surrounded by many more nobles and 
lords than himself while carefully listening and returning 
appropriate words to every single one of them. 


“Let’s pretend I invited Your Highness to this place then.” 
Tigre offered. 


In such case, 1t wouldn’t be just Regin who would get scolded. 
After intently staring at the youth in surprise, a smile bloomed 
on Regin’s whole face. 


“Very well, then allow me to take advantage of your kindness. 
And, please be at ease. It’s even fine for you to lie down as 
you had just now.” 


“Doing something like that in front of Your Highness is...” 


“If you keep humbling yourself, I won’t be able to rest 
comfortably either.” 


It was a reasonable argument. Bowing with the words, “I shall 
take you up on your offer then,” Tigre lied down, using his 
arms as a pillow. Both looked up to the moon together. The 
night wind caused the grass to gently rustle. After spending 
around thirty breaths in silence like this, Tigre thought that he 
should probably talk about something. Deciding to go with 
some jokes he had heard from his soldiers while avoiding 
matters concerning the war or the royal palace, he quietly 
peeked at Regin’s face from the side. 


At exactly the same time, Regin faintly moved her head, 
looking in his direction. Their eyes met, and without it being 
clear who started it, their cheeks blushed as they stared at each 
other. Thinking that he must say something, Tigre got more 


flustered than before. However, with his nervousness 
disturbing his thinking, no suitable words came to mind. 


On the other hand, Regin put on a serious look, obviously 
having resolved herself, and turned her body fully towards 
Tigre. 


“Tigre.” She swallowed the word about two times, and 
each time she put her breathing in order, but then she called 
him like that. Not Earl Vorn, nor Lord Tigrevurmud, just Tigre. 


Strong emotions that would cause any listener’s heart to throb 
were packed into her clear vocal sound. Sensing that, Tigre 
reflexively raised his body, and locked eyes with Regin after 
adjusting his sitting posture. Different from the one until just 
now, a suffocating tension fully assailed the youth. 


“T like you. I’m in love with you.” Joming her hands together 
in front of her chest, she calmly confessed her feelings with a 
tone lacking any hesitation. 


Tigre widened his eyes, swallowing his breath. It was so 
sudden that he was taken aback. Her feelings were so sincere 
and concise that it didn’t allow any room for 
misunderstanding. That’s why he couldn’t react in any other 
way. 


It was fine to say that Tigre harbored good will towards Regin. 
The current Tigre was convinced that he had grasped just how 
much efforts she, who had become the ruler of Brune after her 
father passed away in an unforeseen tragedy, had invested 
until today. While believing that it was presumptuous, he felt 
empathy for her. After all, the youth was also someone who 
had succeeded his territory and peerage after losing his father 
to sickness. 


He was guessing that this apparently might also be one of the 
reasons for her trust and feelings of love towards him. It was 
impossible for him to not be happy as a man and retainer. But, 
despite that, Tigre couldn’t answer her feelings. 


Tigre had already made love to Elen, and confessed his 
feelings to Titta. And, leaving aside Titta, who was his maid 
and a Brunian, he couldn’t tell anyone about Elen, a Vanadis 


and Zhcted. If the relationship between Elen and Tigre came to 
light, both of them would probably lose just about everything, 
falling into the ravine of ruin. There was no doubt that it 
would also have a grave impact on Alsace and Leitmeritz, 
their respective territories. It was a relationship they could 
never allow to be discovered as lords. 


At this time Tigre intentionally excluded everything else 
attached to her confession from his mind, only facing the 
feelings Regin had confronted him with. 


Her blue eyes were fixedly locked on him, waiting for his 
reply. 

“I’m sorry.” Taking on her look, Tigre answered in a 
deliberately businesslike tone. 


Seeing as she had told him her feelings as a simple woman, he 
didn’t have any words besides those to offer to her as a simple 
man. 


Regin’s eyes widened. Tigre silently looked at her heartbroken 
expression. He had already given his answer. No matter what 
he would say in addition, he was sure it would just hurt her 
feelings. 


—I wonder, should I possibly leave this place? 


The judgment of Tigre, who thought something like that in a 
corner of his mind, could be called naive. The youth didn’t 
realize that things hadn’t come to an end yet. 


Regin quietly shut her eyes. As if trying to appease the raging 
stream of emotions ravaging her heart with a prayer. And then, 
after a time of ten breaths had passed, she opened her eyes. A 
determination that wasn’t inferior in any way to the time when 
she confessed her feelings dwelt in her blue eyes. 


‘“——Tigre.” Regin called out to him once more. 


The youth faced her while repeatedly freezing over his own 
heart. He kept warning himself to stay calm no matter what he 
would be told. 


Without a shred of hesitation, Regin said, ““Won’t you please 
become the king of this country?” 


The layer of ice covering his heart was easily blown away. His 
body stiffened because of the overwhelming shock, and both 
his eyes reflected confusion and bewilderment. Tigre looked at 
Regin with a face making it clear that he didn’t understand 
what he was told just now. 


After letting a chuckle slip at his reaction, obviously amused, 
Brune’s princess slightly altered her previous words, spinning 
them anew, “Please become this country’s king, Tigre.” 


“Why...?” Tigre finally squeezed out with a hoarse voice. 


Even he hadn’t expected to have those matters, which he had 
deliberately excluded from his mind moments ago, bluntly and 
directly thrust at him from the front. 





Regin erased her smile, and looked at the youth with a very 
serious expression which made him feel the gravity. 


“It’s because I think you’re more suitable as king than anyone 
else. There’s no one else who repelled domestic and foreign 
enemies while fighting as heroically as you did. Me being in 


this position right now, and Brune being able to greet today is 
all thanks to you.” 


“T have been born as a humble, countryside noble. Besides, 
I’m also scorned by the other lords for having no other 
redeeming feature than archery.” 


Something like becoming king was nothing he had considered. 
While remembering what Mashas told him a good while ago, 
Tigre replied, visibly struggling. 


“So what about it?” Regin asked back calmly, or rather 
haughtily. “Duke Thenardier and Duke Ganelon were born 
into prestigious families, and yet they slighted the king’s 
authority, and aimed for father’s and my lives. Same for 
Melisande and those who supported her.” 


Regin tightly grasped her hands which she had placed on her 
knees. 


“Also, you said that you don’t have any strong points except 
for your archery, but isn’t it that very archery which led to 
victory in the most recent war?” 


The fact that a single arrow shot by Tigre wounded Kureys 
Shahim Balamir, the supreme commander of the Muozinel 
army, was widely known by now. So much that rumors about 
Kureys deciding to retreat because he was injured were even 
circulating in the castle town. 


The true reason why Kureys retreated was the death of 
Muozinel’s king, but people loved stories that put their own 
country’s heroes in a good light. At least towards Tigre as an 
individual, the contempt over him being good at archery had 
toned down. 


“But, Your Highness. I’m someone unversed in the royal 

9 
palace. I don’t have any experience concerning government 
affairs either.” 


“I’m not saying that I want you to actively partake in the reign 
right away. Even I have received a lot of help from many 
people, beginning with Badouin. It will be fine if you continue 
learning it bit-by-bit.” 


Badouin was the man who had been serving as prime minister 
since the reign of the previous king. Tigre was sure that she 
must have continued to think it over quite deeply. Regin 
thoroughly resolved each and every single of Tigre’s weak 
objections. 


“There’s no doubt that there will be some people who will 
voice their dissatisfaction about you taking the throne. 
However, a king who’s unconditionally approved by everyone 
doesn’t exist. At least not in the current Brune. Even at the 
time when it was decided that I would take over from father 
and rule this country, there were many people who opposed 
it.” Having said as much, Regin loosened her expression, 
allowing for a complicated smile filled with many emotions to 
appear on her face. “I beg your pardon for suddenly springing 
something like this on you. However, everything I told you 
just now are my true feelings barring any lies.” 


“You're saying that’s how strongly you wish for me to become 
king? But...” 


[TN: Tigre corrects himself here from referring to himself with 
“ore” to “watashi” which is a politer speech pattern] 


Tigre becoming king meant to take Regin as wife. That was 
owed to Brune not approving of a queen ruling the country. 
However, Tigre couldn’t reciprocate her feelings. He should 
have told her as much just moments ago. As if reading his 
inner thoughts, Regin revealed a smile filled with loneliness. 


“Prioritizing the benefits of the Kingdom over one’s personal 
feelings; that’s what a royal’s marriage is about. I think you, as 
a noble, understand this as well.” 


At that point, she stopped speaking for a moment. She took her 
eyes off Tigre, and looked up to the moon. 


“Given that her feelings didn’t get through, she will get what 
she wants with force... You probably think that I’m such a 
wretched, despicable woman. And yet, no matter how it might 
look to you——” 


I wanted to first convey my own words to you. 


Regin spun her words towards the sky with a voice that 
seemed to fade away into the stillness of night. 


After letting silence reign for a short moment, she turned back 
to Tigre. The blond princess kept her mouth shut as she had 
apparently said what had to be said. There wasn’t even the 
faintest wavering in her blue eyes, looking like a tranquil lake. 
She stared at the youth, and waited for his reply. Tigre couldn’t 
do anything but stare back. 


He believed that he knew about Regin possessing a strong 
heart, contrary to the delicate, gentle impression she gave one. 
She was a princess who fearlessly lifted a sword and 
encouraged the soldiers even when in front of a Muozinel 
army exceeding 100,000 soldiers. In the same way she didn’t 
falter during the rebellion caused by Melisande. 


And yet I have no doubt that she must still have mustered a 
considerable amount of courage to tell me her feelings as a 
simple girl. I wonder just how much willpower she might have 
needed to broach a topic like this as a princess without sorting 
herself in spite of her feelings not being answered. 


Tigre clenched his fists tightly. If he considered Alsace and 
Brune, refusal was impossible. It would result in him denying 
the things he had protected, his cherished emotions. 


However, if he took her hand, it would result in him letting go 
of something precious. 


—Even if I say so myself, I’m really the lowest... 


Tigre felt a gnawing irritation and disdain at himself for not 
being able to say a line that would make her, who’s feeling so 
strongly about him as a woman and as princess, feel happy. 


And that’s not all of it. I’m about to give her a disgraceful and 
shameless response next. 


He breathed in deeply and then breathed out calmly. Without 
changing his sincere attitude, Tigre asked, “Can you give me 
some time?” 


After allowing silence to precede for the time of a single 
breath, Regin tilted her head to the side, and looked at the 
youth, “Time to think, you mean?” 


“Not only that.” Taking on the princess’ look, Tigre replied 
with a composed tone. What Tigre had to face wasn’t just 
Elen, Titta, and his territory, Alsace. “It’s difficult for me to 
explain, but there’s something I must do, an enemy I must 
defeat. It might sound as though I’m prattling about something 
crazy...” 


It was about the black bow, the heirloom handed down in the 
Vorn family, the demons, and Duke Ganelon who possessed a 
bizarre power and the same atmosphere as the demons. All of 
them were problems Tigre had to resolve by all means, no 
matter how he would continue to live from now on. Right now 
it was absolutely impossible for him to become king. 


Hearing Tigre’s words, Regin averted her eyes from him as if 
pondering about something, and immediately looked back at 
him, apparently having recalled something. 


“Ts it somehow related to the incidents at Saint-Groel two 
years ago?” 


Tigre pointed a look full of admiration at Regin. He hadn’t 
expected her to be able to guess it so precisely. He returned a 
nod alongside a short confirmation. 


It was a time when Brune was struck in the maelstrom of civil 
war. In order to prove that Regin was descended from royalty, 
Tigre stepped into a historic ruin of an ancient era, called 
Saint-Groel. And there they fought against Duke Thenardier’s 
group who had laid in wait, predicting that Tigre and the 
others would show up. 


During the battle, the ceiling caved in, and Tigre was buried 
alive. Moreover, the youth lost his close attendant Bertrand 
there. Bertrand gave his life to protect Tigre from an enemy’s 
blade. Tigre blew away the rubble that buried Saint-Groel with 
the power of his black bow, and came out to the surface while 
carrying Bertrand’s corpse. It was immediately afterwards that 
Elen and Regin came rushing over. 


“T still remember well what I had seen back then. It seemed as 
if a jet black dragon had been released from the underground, 
flying away into the sky.” Regin talked about her impression 
with a weak, trembling voice. 


Tigre remembered Bertrand, and yielded a part of his 
consciousness to sentimental feelings, but in another corner of 
his mind, he brooded how much he should tell Regin. 


—-No, I ought to tell her everything. Regin has seen 
something exceeding human intellect. Even if she won t believe 
everything, I’m sure she wont deny everything either. As long 
as I can get her to understand even a part of it, it will change 
matters. At least I should do so if I try to respond to her 
feelings a little bit. 


“Your Highness, it will take some time, but I think there’s 
something I’d like you to hear.” 


Tigre told Regin about the black bow, about how it reacts to 
the draconic tools held by the Vanadis, and about the demons 
and Ganelon. 


At the beginning the princess pressed her hands against her 

mouth, looking bewildered, but around the time when Tigre 
finished his explanation, understanding dyed her blue eyes. 

Her own experiences at Saint-Groel apparently played a big 
role in that for her. 


“IT happened to hear about Duke Ganelon from Badouin. If I 
remember correctly, Badouin said that he had heard so from 
Lady Valentina Glinka Estes, though.” Regin narrowed her 
eyes, obviously rummaging through her memory. 


Until Tigre’s explanation, it might be inevitable that she didn’t 
draw the connection between the youth and Ganelon in her 
head. Regin hadn’t personally experienced Ganelon’s unique 
power, after all. 

Moreover, back then they were busy with coping with Greast, 


Lune Lumen 


who had cornered the "Moonlight Knight Army, to the 
brink of annihilation, and once he had been dealt with, they 
had to take on the Muozinel army. No one had the time to 
spare a thought on Ganelon who had disappeared. 


“Until these things are resolved...at least, until I find a way to 
resolve them, I can’t respond to Your Highness’ proposal. And 
that’s why I'd like you to give me some time.” Tigre appealed 
seriously. 


Regin looked down, apparently considering something, but 
then she nodded slowly, and gazed at the youth, only moving 
her eyes. 


“How long?” 


“T think I’d like to have one year.” Tigre replied, believing that 
the limit might be around there. 


In response, Regin sighed slightly while making her blond hair 
sway, “Well, I expected as much. Though, if it also concerns 
Duke Ganelon, I don’t think that it’s completely unrelated to 
Brune either.” 


Regin was the ruler of Brune, and had to take a husband for 
the sake of the kingdom’s peace. The luxury to indefinitely 
keep waiting for the man she loved wouldn’t be granted to her. 


However, if it was one year, it might be possible to use the 
reason that she gave priority to rebuilding the kingdom that 
had fallen into ruin due to the continuous chain of wars. In 
reality, there was already a mountain of things she had to do. 


“Sorry to impose on you, but please make sure to not utter a 
single word about this to anyone.” 


“T know. It’s nothing I could tell someone else anyway.” 


Tigre breathed out in relief upon Regin’s reply. At the same 
time, he sensed how a part of his heart became lighter. 


Regin looked at the youth with a sulky expression, “However, 
you have shared those secrets with all the Vanadis for a while 
now, haven’t you?” 


Tigre was flustered due to the unexpected verbal stab, “No, 
that was the course of events, or rather, I mean, they didn’t 
know about the existence of the black bow until they met with 
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me... 


[TN: Tigre corrects himself again from ore to watashi...in 
other words, he’s so flustered that he forgot to use polite 
speech] 


Regin glared at the youth, who answered in an incoherent 
manner, with an angry look, and sidled up to him. Suddenly 


she let her body fall, leaping into his chest. Tigre caught 
Regin’s frail body on the spur of the moment. 


She lifted her face while leaning on the youth, and smiled 
sweetly, “I have also joined that circle of friends, right?” 


At last Tigre realized that she had been teasing him, but he 
couldn’t regain his calm at once. Without showing an intention 
to separate, Regin buried her face in the youth’s chest. 
Because he had taken off his tunic, her warmth was 
transmitted through his thin undershirt. A faint aroma of 
perfume and her very own, sweet scent tickled Tigre’s nose. 


Moving her head a bit, Regin stared at the youth with upturned 
eyes, “Very well, I will wait for one year. Also, I will have you 
allow me to assist you as much as possible in regards to those 
matters.” 


“Thank you very much.” Tigre thanked her from the bottom of 
his heart while paying attention to not speak too loudly. 


He was driven by an urge of wanting to hug Regin out of 
excessive joy, but he barely restrained himself. Even if she 
herself would have wished for that, he didn’t feel that he was 
qualified to do so right now. 


Regin buried her face in the youth’s chest once more, and 
while putting her hands around his back, she spoke as if 
holding a monologue, “——Tigre. I don’t have any intention on 
sparing any effort to be loved by you.” 


The youth had his breath taken away as he stared at the 
princess. Tigre couldn’t see what kind of expression Regin 
had. However, he was sure that her blue eyes were shining, 
filled with unwavering determination. Feeling like he could 
hear his heart shattering, Tigre shut his eyes in order to bear it. 


Although he had no other option, he hid his relationship with 
Elen by using the black bow and demons as cover, and 
moreover, delayed the answer for one year. 


Does a person like me have the right to be loved by such a 
girl? 


Sooner or later he likely had to talk about those things to her 
as well. Until then, Tigre had no option but to “somehow 


handle things” about this matter with Elen. 


The moon hanging in the night sky quietly illuminated the 
youth and the girl. 
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Once the festivities that lasted over a period of three days 
came to an end, the reconstruction work started all over the 
Royal Capital Nice. Many scaffoldings were built in the 
vicinity of the wall, and the craftsmen were busy repairing it. 


All the gates were bustling with people returning to and 
departing from the capital, and the gatekeepers were pressed to 
deal with them. Their numbers had been increased beyond the 
usual amount, but they were still unable to catch up with 
processing all the work, resulting in long queues forming at 
each gate. 


Once you shifted your attention towards the inside the walls, it 
was filled with housewives chatting happily after meeting on 
their way back home from shopping, and children running 
through the streets, staging race competitions. If there were 
soldiers patrolling the side roads, there were also troubadours 
singing at street corners. 


Most of the people believed that peace had finally returned. 


Among those departing from the capital were landed nobles 
returning to their own territories after gathering their soldiers, 
and knights of knight squadrons going back to their duties of 
defending their respective fortresses. The number of those, 
who had returned to their territories and fortresses before the 
victory celebrations were held, hadn’t been small, but even so, 
many had still remained in the capital. 


“T feel proud that I could fight under you against Sachstein and 
Muozinel.” Scheie of the Lutece Knight Squadron exchanged 
a handshake with Tigre with a grim expression and smile. 


“The pleasure was on my side. It was a big help that you guys 
protected the capital. After all, this place has many people who 


are dear to me.” 


“The most important is that we’re all safe. Please send a 
messenger to the Lutece Fort should you ever need a large 
amount of knights. I will rush over while leading my troops.” 


The ones bidding farewell from Tigre weren’t only those 
acquainted to him. Even the nobles holding territories in 
Brune’s western region requested handshakes with Tigre. 


“Let me be honest, I had looked down on you. But, in addition 
to suppressing the civil war two years ago, you achieved 
considerable feats for your youth. I’m at your discretion from 
now on.” 


“To plunge into that large Muozinel army while leading the 
charge; I admire your bravery. I’d like to be pardoned from 
war for a while, but on the next occasion, I want to fight 
together with you while galloping my horse next to yours by 
all means.” 


Seeing off the various lords walking away after showering him 
with words of praise, Olivier, who served as vice-leader of the 
Navarre Knight Squadron, muttered with a fed-up look, “Good 
grief, what happy-go-lucky folks.” 


Due to Tigre pulling a mystified face, Olivier explained with a 
bitter smile that those were the people who came to raise 
complaints and anxieties to him before the battle against the 
Muozinel army began. 


“Harboring dissatisfaction and uneasiness isn’t anything 
shameful at all, but I really want them to bear in mind to keep 
their attitude a bit more moderate.” 


“Thank you very much for having put them in order, Lord 
Olivier.” Tigre thanked the vice-leader of the Navarre Knight 
Squadron, and held out his hand. 


Tigre had entrusted the role of mediator for the western lords 
to him for the battle against the Muozinel army. Olivier had 
reliably fulfilled that duty, and protected the capital’s wall to 
the end. 


Olivier grabbed Tigre’s hand with a faint smile, “I watched 
your way of fighting from the wall. It was magnificent, Earl 


Vorn.” 
“Thank you.” 


Olivier let go of Tigre’s hand and changed the topic, “By the 
way, what do you plan to do from now on, Earl Vorn?” 


“From now on...you ask?” Tigre cocked his head in 
puzzlement, inferring the meaning of the question. 


After acting as though he pondered for a little while, Olivier 
spoke up with an unreserved tone, “I have heard talks about 
you serving at the royal palace. What I’m curious about is how 
far you intend to climb. No, to be more straightforward...do 
you plan to become king?” 


Tigre stared at him in wonder. Olivier’s expression was the 
very definition of seriousness, lacking any signs of him having 
made a joke. He couldn’t believe that Regin had talked about 
their chat several nights ago to anyone. 


Swallowing his saliva, Tigre cautiously asked, “Did I behave 
in such a way?” 


“No, you didn’t,” Olivier shook his head. “That’s why I was 
curious. I can’t say so loudly, but as for me, I hope that you 
will become our king.” 


“You mean in regards to the relation with Asvarre?” 


In the battle against Sachstein’s army, Tigre forced them to 
retreat by winning Asvarre’s army over as an ally. He heard 
that Asvarre’s army had continued to invade Sachstein 
afterwards, proceeding through the battles predominantly. 


For the Navarre Knight Squadron, which protected the western 
border, Asvarre and Sachstein were both enemies they had to 
be wary of. It was an extremely important issue what kind of 
relationship Brune would form with those two countries. 


“Of course, there’s that as well,” Olivier narrowed his eyes, 
and continued, ““What’s important for us is whether the person, 
who will become the next king, is someone deserving our 
loyalty. Her Highness Regin is a splendid person, but as you 
might know, our country doesn’t approve of a queen, unlike 
Asvarre and others. 


Tigre nodded. That was the very reason why King Faron, 
Regin’s father, had raised his daughter as prince. 


“Her Highness Regin is ultimately going to govern this 
country for a limited time. Someday the person who would 
become her husband will be the king of this kingdom. 
Everyone thinks so. Taking the various victories until today 
into consideration, it might be possible for Her Highness to 
become queen by overturning this mindset. However, it would 
very likely be accompanied by not a small degree of disorder. 
And above all, it’s not Her Highness’ real intent either.” 


Tigre stopped at merely nodding once without returning any 
words. The youth knew about Regin’s true intent. However, 
that was something he couldn’t tell anyone. 


“Earl Vorn, we want to spur on our horses, swing our swords, 
and fly our banners under a king who tries to protect his 
subjects and loves this country. The appearance of Her 
Highness Regin standing atop the wall gave us courage and 
pride, but just as I said, we can’t hope for that to last 
eternally.” 


Olivier had been suppressing his voice, but his eyes looked at 
the youth filled with an intense zeal and sincerity. It was the 
fervent wish of them who had to always gaze at the kingdom’s 
enemies. 


“T think you can give that to us. We will be ready to support 
you at any time.” 


Those were Olivier’s parting words to Tigre. The youth saw 
off the Navarre Knight Squadron, who kept getting smaller as 
they advanced along the road, with a long face. 


Oo 


Around the time when Tigre wrapped up his farewell from 
Olivier, at a place slightly away from the northern city gate, 
Elen and Lim sent off the Leitmeritz’ soldiers. The silver- 
haired Vanadis had decided to keep thirty soldiers at hand, and 
have the rest return to their homeland. 


“We will stay in this land for a little while longer, but you guys 
return to Leitmeritz ahead of us, and announce our victory 
anew. Of course the information of our victory should have 
reached Leitmeritz a long time ago by now, but hearing it from 
those, who have actually fought in the war, is something 
completely different, after all.” 


The soldiers of Leitmeritz responded to Elen’s order with a 
salute. Zhcted’s black dragon flag and Leitmeritz’ banner, 
which depicted a slanted silver sword on a black background, 
flew in the wind next to each other. The number of soldiers 
that had formed up in ranks was a little short of 1,400. The 
number of those, who departed Leitmeritz in spring of this 
year while led by Elen after receiving King Viktor’s royal 
decree, amounted to 2,000. Meaning, more than 600 soldiers 
had actually lost their lives in the battles. 


The dead had been buried on a small hill located northeast of 
the capital. That was owed to the fact that Leitmeritz was 
situated northeast from the capital. They were buried as brave 
soldiers of Leitmeritz, extolling their gallant way of fighting 
and securing the livelihood of their bereaved families. That 
was all Elen could do for those who had fallen on the 
battlefields. 


Her decision for the majority of the soldiers to return to 
Leitmeritz was because she judged that there would likely be 
no large-scaled battles in Brune for a while. In addition, there 
was also the issue of food. At present Brune was providing the 
food of Leitmeritz’ troops as fellow war allies. However, 
feeding 1,400 people on a daily basis resulted in high expenses 
for Brune which had started on its reconstruction. 


Of course, Leitmeritz’ side could continue to stay in the capital 
for many days, but Elen chose to have Brune owe them a bit 
over making them upset. 


Besides, there was also the issue of the soldiers’ moral and 
order. As a matter of fact, this was the far bigger reason for 
Elen. 


It was simply impossible that soldiers, who had too much time 
on their hands without any particular objectives and duties, 


wouldn’t cause any troubles in a lively place like the capital. 
Much less if you saw how they had been entertained and 
welcomed as comrades in arms by the people of the kingdom, 
who had celebrated the victory and peace until yesterday. 


Sending them back home before any of them could cause any 
unnecessary friction with Brune by triggering a troublesome 
uproar was a measure she had to take as commander. 


The 1,400 Leitmeritz’ soldiers continued to walk away along 
the road while being seen off by Elen’s group. At this time, the 
soldiers, who had been assigned to the wall’s defense, bid 
them farewell by saluting. Once the returning soldiers were 
out of sight, Elen and Lim turned around to the thirty 
remaining soldiers. 


“T will have you guys keep me company for a bit longer. But 
then again, you will be on standby in the capital for a while. I 
won’t tell you to not enjoy yourself, but make absolutely sure 
to not cause any pointless troubles. Remember, the disgrace of 
one is the disgrace of everyone.” The Vanadis stared at her 
soldiers with a sharp glint in her eyes while saying so. Once 
Elen confirmed that the atmosphere had changed and that the 
soldiers had tightened their faces in tension, she revealed a 
smile and told them to step away. 


OOo 


Elen returned to her own room in the royal palace, 
accompanied by just Lim. She wanted to take a stroll along the 
streets with their lined up stalls, but there was something else 
she had to deal with first. 


Elen leaned Silver Flash, which she had worn at her waist, 
against the wall, and positioned the table and chairs next to the 
window. Then the two sat down while facing each other across 
the table. 


“Those saying they want to live in Brune numbered three?” 


Lim shortly answered, “Yes,” with an expression that lacked 
sociability as always. 


“Soldiers, who went on an expedition, deciding to leave the 
army after finding a local lover, eh? I had heard about this 
happening in stories, but for it to actually happen in my 
army...” Elen muttered with a deeply moved expression while 
gazing at the townscape visible through the window. “Still, my 
troops have visited Nice many times so far, so why did three 
soldiers turn up with such a story only on this occasion?” 


“The recent battles were intense, and above all, the expedition 
lasted over an extended period of time.” Lim replied with a 
dispassionate voice. 


The last battle had been a siege battle with a Muozinel army 
exceeding 100,000 soldiers as an opponent. If you were to also 
include the preparatory phase before entering combat, 
Leitmeritz’ soldiers spent more than 50 days in the capital. 
Although they might be foreign soldiers, it wouldn’t be 
strange for lovers to find each other. Among those, three 
appeared who had decided to embark into a new life. 


“T don’t really mind if both parties, men and women, agree, 
but what do you think, Lim?” 


“Yesterday I tried to ask Lord Mashas, and he said that such 
precedents exist. If there had been too many soldiers, it would 
have been necessary to meet and talk it over, but if it’s just 
three men, I’d say it’s just a procedural issue and a matter of 
both party’s feelings, as long as you give permission, 
Eleonora-sama.” 


“In that case, I have no choice but to allow it, do I? However, 
since all three of them are brave men, it hurts to let them go.” 


Lim nodded at Elen’s word with the intention to show her 
agreement. She believed that all three had grown so much that 
they could have been entrusted the command over a hundred 
or two hundred soldiers sooner or later. They were men with a 
promising future. 


“They will be delighted to hear this, I’m sure.” Lim said, 
comforting Elen. 


It might be a viewpoint that could be called soft-hearted, but 
exactly because Elen had such a character, Lim was serving as 


her adjutant. 


“By the way, what about you?” Changing the topic, Elen 
looked at Lim with a teasing smile. “You received marriage 
proposals from one noble, and two knights, didn’t you?” 


? 


‘““Eleonora-sama...! 


Receiving an unexpected surprise attack, Lim got angry at the 
silver-haired Vanadis, who was her lord and best friend, with 
her cheeks faintly blushing while lowering her voice. But then 
again, it wasn’t as though she had been truly offended. 


Averting her eyes from Elen, Lim answered while looking 
sullen, “It’s obvious that I will turn them down. It’s not even 
worth considering.” 


Lim had also been fancied by several men during the long 
siege battle. Showing up almost every day on the wall while 
wielding her sword among the men; there was no way that a 
gallant, female knight, who commanded the soldiers, wouldn’t 
stand out. 


There was no doubt that her also being the adjutant of a 
Vanadis was one of the reasons for them to make up their mind 
to propose marriage to her. In case of a Vanadis like Ludmila 
Lourie, there might be no one considering proposing a 
marriage as anyone would be overwhelmed by the reality of 
the difference in status. 


“This time it might be fine like that, but...” Elen erased her 
smile, continued her words with a serious expression, “I’m 
fully aware that it’s none of my concern. Still, I will 
deliberately voice it out. Isn’t it okay for you to consider such 
things as well?” 


Lim had become 21 years old this year. One might regard this 
as late to think about marriage. But then again, she spent the 
time from the age of 13 to 17 as a mercenary. And if you were 
to consider that she had been working as a Vanadis’ adjutant 
up until today since then, you might say that it was inevitable. 


“Rather than my circumstances, what about you, Eleonora- 
sama?” Lim tried to stop this topic through a counteroffensive, 
albeit a clumsy one. 


However, contrary to her expectations, Elen let her eyes 
wander and started to fiddle with the ends of her silver hair, 
unable to calm down. Lim knitted her eyebrows at that 
suspicious behavior, but then immediately recalled a certain 
incident. 


“Come to think of it, I didn’t ask you what happened with 
Lord Tigrevurmud, did I?” 


This was about a matter before Tigre and Elen left the capital 
while leading a detached force in the war against the Muozinel 
army. Lim had asked Elen whether something had happened 
with Tigre. Elen’s answer was a request for Lim to wait a bit 
longer because she would tell her about the full account soon. 


After pulling a face that made it obvious that she had messed 
up, Elen hung her head with a stiff expression. If she had 
anticipated Lim’s counterattack to some extent, she might not 
have exposed such a shameful sight, but now it was already 
too late. 


“What happened?” Although she was unsure whether she 
should press on here, Lim proceeded onward without any 
vagueness. As there were only Elen and her in this room, they 
hadn’t any need to worry to be overheard by anyone else. The 
sense of security over the war having finally come to an end 
also powerfully fanned her curiosity. 


Lim patiently waited for Elen to respond, and after a time of 
ten breaths, her close friend lifted her face at last. That face 
had become bright red up to the ears. 


Although she was evasive and faltered to speak up, which 
wasn’t like her at all, Elen explained everything. And when 
she finished talking about everything, Elen revealed an 
expression which was a mix of a feeling of liberation, 
embarrassment, and a deep-seated remorse. 


“Umm, I’m sorry for having kept it a secret until now. I think 
that I should have opened my heart to you a lot faster, but I 
failed to do so.” 


“That’s alright.” Lim gazed at Elen with an indescribable 
expression. 


Although the shock, which she had received, was quite big, 
her best friend had been able to form a romantic bond with the 
youth for whom she had harbored feelings over a long time. If 
she were to consider just that, she should probably bless this 
with a smile, as Elen’s best friend and her adjutant. 


However, the words leaving the mouth of the frowning Lim 
weren’t anything like that. 


“What are you going to do...?” 


Upon that question posed with a tone that showed Lim being 
at a loss, Elen threw out her chest and answered in a somewhat 
proud manner, “Tigre told me that he will somehow handle it.” 


“That Lord Tigrevurmud took Titta as his beloved concubine if 
I remember correctly, so...” 


“Yeah, I have already heard about it. What, did he talk to you 
as well?” 


“T heard so from Lord Mashas. In the style of a secret talk 
when we discussed the circumstances of the three.” Lim 
answered, and stared at Elen with a disappointed look on her 
face. “Eleonora-sama, you’re alright with this?” 


Lim believed it to be only natural for Tigre to possess 
concubines. Nobles had the duty to carry on their bloodline to 
the next era. It wasn’t an issue of ranks either. It was necessary 
because it preserved the peace of the people living in a noble’s 
territory, and guaranteed the livelihood of those serving the 
noble house. 

Even if Tigre had several concubines, it didn’t pose an issue as 
long as the concubines approved of each other. For her to think 
like that was an expression of her trust in Tigre. 


However, once she heard that Elen might become one of those 
concubines, Lim couldn’t help becoming aware how her own 
heart turned clouded. 


‘I want him to look at only me, love only me, and embrace 
only me.” Elen said while smiling gently as Lim had 
apparently fixed her eyes upon Elen by reflex. Due to Lim 
swallowing down her next words, the silver-haired girl 
continued speaking with a calm expression and voice, “If I 


said that I didn’t harbor such feelings at all, it would be a lie. 
But, I thought that only in regards to Tigre I will suppress 
those emotions.” 


Elen took her eyes off Lim, and affectionately gazed at Arifar 
which she had leaned against the wall next to the window. 


“T have no intention to abandon being a Vanadis on my own 
device. Until the day comes, I will have Arifar and the people 
of Leitmeritz keep me company.” 


As if welcoming those words, Arifar blew a gentle breeze, 
making Elen’s silver hair gently sway. If this sword, which 
possessed its own consciousness, were to leave her side, it 
would likely be at a time when Elen lost her life in the middle 
of accomplishing her duty, or when she became so weak that 
she wouldn’t be able to carry out her role as Vanadis any 
longer. 


“Tigre accepted my feelings. He has never said that he wants 
me to stop being a Vanadis. Even though the need for him to 
wrack his brain would disappear if I stopped being a Vanadis, 
he bluffed by saying that he will somehow handle it...” 


“Ts that the reason why you accept Lord Tigrevurmud’s 
circumstances as well?” Lim breathed out lightly with several 
complex emotions showing in her blue eyes. 


It didn’t mean that she agreed with it. But, seeing Elen’s face 
as she was talking so happily, she became unable to say 
anything else. 


What matters arent my own feelings, but hers. 


“Even if you omit my feelings, it’s probably impossible to not 
consider Tigre’s convenience.” Returning to her usual tone, 
Elen said with the expression of a ruler who had been 
informed about a serious problem. “Try remembering how he 
was called out by many noble lords at the celebratory 
banquet’s venue. A hundred would be still a moderate 
assessment there. Besides, even before that, nobles mentioned 
their wish of wanting to place their relatives close to him as 
maids and requested formal marriage interviews.” 


“You're right, such things did happen.” Lim formed a wry 
smile on her lips while recalling the situation back then. 


It was something that happened last year when Tigre headed to 
Asvarre after accepting the request of Zhcted’s King Viktor. 
Elen took charge of the bundles of letters addressed to Tigre 
that had been delivered from Brune. Their contents were full 
of things similar to what Elen had mentioned just now. 


“We should take into consideration that such talks will 
increase even further from now on. There might be even 
situations where he has to welcome concubines because of 
political circumstances. It will be impossible for him to block 
all of these for my selfishness.” 


Silence descended upon the room. The one who broke it after 
a time of three breaths was Lim. 


“—T understand. I shall help you out in my own way, 
Eleonora-sama.” 


“You’re going to become Tigre’s concubine as well?” 
“W-Why did the conversation head in this direction!?” 


Upon having been asked this by Elen with a solemn face and 
her arms folded, Lim yelled back with a bright red face while 
about to rise from her chair. 


Elen laughed and shrugged her shoulders, “Don’t be so mad. 
Half of it is a joke.” 


“That means the other half has been said seriously, doesn’t 
it...?” 


“No matter how much the number of Tigre’s concubines 
grows, it’s not like his time is going to increase. If you and I 
occupy the timeslot he can spare for his concubines, it will 
effectively result in you and me being Tigre’s only concubines. 
That fact won’t change, even if there might be many 
concubines.” 


“That’s an effective but foul move.” Lim scowled while 
reseating herself. 


Lim knew that there were several historic examples where a 
single concubine lived in splendor with her family after 


hogging the affection of an influential person to herself. 


It’s a valid method. But, with that way of handling things, you 
will likely draw the animosity not only of the other concubines, 
but also those who are backing those concubines. 


Elen shook her head, “Having said that, even I don’t plan to 
resort to such a method. It doesn’t suit my personality, and 
above all, it wouldn’t be good for Tigre. Besides, I would feel 
sorry for Titta.” 


“Speaking of Titta, why did Lord Tigrevurmud turn her into 
his concubine?” Lim voiced out an issue she considered 
somewhat questionable. Although she hadn’t been aware of it 
herself, she was convinced that Titta would remain Tigre’s 
maid for as long as they lived. 


“If I had been in Tigre’s place, I would have happily made 
Titta my concubine. She’s cute, a hardworking girl, and very 
attentive. It might be limited to Tigre, but she even has the 
guts to follow him on the battlefield.” 


“T won’t deny your impressions of her, Eleonora-sama, but I 
can’t believe that Lord Tigrevurmud made her his concubine 
for such reasons.” 


Lim had also repeatedly received Titta’s favors. The bear dolls 
and stuffed toys, which she had secretly gathered in her room 
located in Leitmeritz’ official residence, were named and 
dolled up by her, but several of those had been created by 
Titta’s hands. 


“If he kept Titta as maid around, it’s possible that she would 
be married to another man. Tigre likely hated that possibility.” 


I guess that means he had a desire to monopolize her as a 
man. 


Lim thought. Apparently reading her best friend’s emotions 
from the minute changes to her unsocial facial expression, 
Elen continued speaking with a gentle look, “It might be only 
natural for him to desire her as a man, but Titta knows about 
the Alsace from Tigre’s childhood. Alsace’s sky and earth, day 
and night, and the change in the wind’s smell accompanying 
the transition from one season to the next... I can fully 


understand the wish of a man, who loves his home so much, 
wanting to keep the almost only person, with whom he can 
share sceneries that don’t exist anywhere but in his memories, 
next to him.” 


Even the residents of Alsace are probably not capable of 
replacing her in that, Elen thought. After all they can very 
likely only get in contact with Tigre as fiefs population. But, 
Titta is different. 


For just an instant, a faint envy flashed through Elen’s red 
eyes. It was something unique to Titta, something Elen would 
never be able to obtain no matter how much she struggled. 


“You’re right... I can understand that feeling as well.” Lim 
nodded. 


Feeling that she could finally consent to it was likely owed to 
Lim sharing past sceneries with the close friend in front of her. 


Lim and Elen spent four years together in the mercenary band 

"Silver Gales . After the mercenary band to which they 
belonged broke up, the two lived while supporting each other. 
Fortunately, that period was short though as Arifar appeared in 
front of Elen. 


‘“—[_et’s get back to the topic.” Elen gazed at Lim while 
showing a teasing smile once more. “Leaving marriage aside, 
isn’t there any guy where you think it’d be fine to speak of 
love if it’s him?” 


Lim’s look became blank, and then her cheeks blushed in no 
time. Now that she mentioned it, this was their original topic. 


Elen leaned forward with her eyes gleaming joyfully, “Going 
by that reaction, someone came to mind.” 


“No, no one comes to mind here.” 


Lim immediately regained her unsocial expression, responding 
indifferently. In a corner of her mind, a single scene surfaced. 
Lim was sitting at a table with a single youth across from her. 
As always, she was watching the youth study. There was no 
one but them two in that room. Whenever she saw the youth’s 
face bloom into a smile after splendidly solving a difficult 


problem, even Lim was drawn into smiling broadly, being 
happy for him. No matter how old the two became, the scenery 
of them sitting opposite of each other at the same table didn’t 
change, and before long... 


Lim desperately shook off what vividly floated up next in her 
mind. 


Elen ’s words just now have been fictive. There's no need to 
turn them into reality. She persuaded herself without voicing it 
out. 


© 


After finishing dinner on that day, Tigre visited Elen’s room. 
The silver-haired Vanadis ushered in the youth with a smile, 
but seeing that Tigre had an unusually formal expression, she 
smiled bitterly to cover up her disappointment. It’s because 
she comprehended that Tigre hadn’t come visiting her to spend 
some time with her as lovers. 


“For the time being, sit down over there. I don’t know whether 
you came here to consult me about things worrying you or to 
let me listen to your grumbling, but it’s probably something 
that goes well with wine.” Saying so, Elen offered Tigre not a 
chair, but the bed. 


She prepared two silver cups and poured the wine that had 
been placed on the table into them. With the cups in hand, 
Elen sat down next to Tigre. The youth thanked her and took 
one of the cups from her. 


Muttering a toast in the respective languages of their countries, 
the two lightly clinked their cups, saying “Santé” in Brunish, 
and “Zdrowie” in Zhcted. After inclining his cup, Tigre stared 
in admiration at the wine of which around half remained in his 
cup. 


[TN: Santé is Cheers in french, Zdrowie the equivalent in 
Russian | 


“It’s a really good wine.” 


“Indeed. Albeit being a present, that is. I had saved some, 
planning to drink it together with you.” Elen cheerfully 
responded while gulping down the wine in one go, emptying 
the cup. “You feel a bit more at ease now, don’t you? So, 
what’s on your mind?” 


After standing up for a moment, grabbing the wine bottle, and 
coming back, Elen asked straightforwardly. 


Tigre ransacked his dull, red hair with his free hand, and after 
pondering while staring at the empty wall and making a pause 
of around three breaths, he spoke up, “Her Highness Regin 
confessed her love to me.” 


Elen, who had been in the middle of pouring the second fill 
into her cup, froze. Shifting only her eyes, she looked at Tigre 
next to her. 


“In what way?” 


The first time was as a simple girl, and the second time as the 
princess of a country. Tigre concisely explained that she had 
confronted him with her feelings in such a manner. He 
trembled in fear, wondering when Elen’s mood would take a 
turn for the worse, but unexpectedly the Vanadis remained 
calm. 


“Were you happy?” 


That chilled voice sharply stabbed Tigre’s heart after entering 
his ears. The youth’s shoulders, who had only expected that 
she would ask him whether he had turned her down, 
reflexively trembled with a start after being caught totally off- 
guard. 


While filling her cup with wine, Elen continued with a cold 
attitude as if holding a monologue, “Even in my eyes as a 
woman, she’s beautiful, and she’s honestly longing for you. 
On top of that, she’s the princess of a country. I suppose, it’s 
impossible for you to not be happy.” 


“*...I will admit that I was happy.” Reluctantly, Tigre answered 
honestly. 


Thereupon, Elen peeked at the youth with a sulky look. “Isn’t 
it normal at such times to say that you weren’t happy, even if 


it’s a lie?” 
“T wasn’t as happy as I had been when I heard about your 
feelings.” 


Once he said so, Elen sighed unnaturally, and placed her head 
on Tigre’s shoulder, muttering with a curt tone, “Hmm, I guess 
I will forgive you. So, let’s hear how you answered her.” 


Tigre honestly told her that he rejected Regin the first time, 
and asked for additional time the second time, and that he 
wanted to consult her about this. 


Elen raised her head from Tigre’s shoulder, and said with a 
dispassionate voice, “Let me tell you in advance. You don’t 
need to have scruples because of me. My situation 1s...” 


Tigre’s expression became serious. He brought his face close 
to his lover’s, and clearly stated, “I will tell you as often as 
you want to hear it. I want you.” 


Elen cast her eyes down, swallowing her words alongside a 
sigh, and then apologized quietly. 


“However, Tigre, I’m happy about your feelings, but... If it’s 
Regin, she probably won’t object to Titta becoming your 
concubine. Besides, in my eyes you’re suited to be a king.” 


“Do you truly think so?” 


Because Tigre’s voice was filled to the brim with seriousness 
and gravity, Elen stared at her lover’s face with a faint feeling 
of doubt. 


The youth asked once more, “Do you think that I...someone 
like me is fit to be the king of a country?” 


As a person originating from the border land called Alsace 
without hailing from a particularly prestigious noble family, 
and without having any other redeeming abilities in martial 
arts besides his archery, he had never considered to become 
something like a king. 


He could laugh it off when his old friend, Gerard, told him so. 
However, after being persuaded so devotedly by Regin, being 
confronted with a passionate speech by Olivier, and being told 


so by Elen now as well, doubts started to well up in Tigre’s 
mind. 


Although I cant put it off any longer, I wonder whether I’m 
truly suited to be king. 


Reacting to the youth’s look, Elen laughed lightly, “If you 
allow me to tell you, I think it slightly differs from what you 
imagine.” 


Tigre frowned. He didn’t really understand the meaning 
behind Elen’s words. 


While pouring wine into Tigre’s cup, the Vanadis continued to 
speak as if it was nothing, “Kingship isn’t about being suited 
for it or not. It’s about what you want to do.” 


“What you want to do...?” Tigre repeated her words in a 
whisper like a parrot. 


It was something he hadn’t even thought about. Tilting her 
wine cup, Elen brought up a nostalgic story. 


“Do you remember the time when you were my prisoner of 
war? You said that you want to study my territorial 
government in preparation for the time when you would get 
back to Alsace, didn’t you?” 


“There’s no way that I would forget it.” Tigre answered with a 
laughter. 


It was at that time that the relationship of Lim being the 
teacher and me being the student came to be. Besides, I have 
learned a lot from Elen’s behavior as a ruler. 


“You were brimming with the wish of improving your Alsace 
even further and thoughts about what you want to do. In the 
end, that’s what it means to become a king.” 


““.. You mean, what it is I want to do as a king?” 


“Or, what it is that you want to accomplish so much that you 
would become a king for its sake, to rephrase it.” 


While holding the wine in her mouth, Elen’s ruby eyes 
reflected scenes from a distant past. A fragment of an old 
memory surfaced in her mind, turning into the form of a single 


man. That man was a mercenary and a being similar to a father 
for her. He was the man who had shaped her way of life. His 
name was Vissarion. 


“There was something I wanted to do. Having said that, back 
then I spent my days wandering from one battlefield to another 
as a mercenary. I didn’t have any confidence in when I would 
be able to realize my dream. However, I didn’t give up on that 
desire. Because Lim was with me, too.” 


Lim gave advice to Elen, listened to her complaints at times, 
and encouraged her. There were times where the two of them 
talked all night long about what they wanted to do. Even after 
Elen became a Vanadis, that didn’t change. 


“It’s fine if it’s unreasonable right away. Keep shaping your 
idea while taking your time. Besides, there are times when the 
shape will change by the things you envisioned. Around four 
years have passed since I became the ruler of Leitmeritz, and 
yet there are many parts which I still couldn’t figure out.” 


Besides, there are also times where you make revisions to your 
plans. It’s because every day brings about new discoveries and 
challenges. As long as you aren t negligent in your studies as 
ruler, that will likely continue to be so. 


“How about it? Was I somewhat of help to you?” 


Tigre nodded deeply at Elen who asked jokingly. A flame of 
deep admiration flickered faintly in the youth’s black eyes. He 
felt as though the shape of something, which he had obscurely 
perceived as terrifying for some reason up until now, became 
more clear. 


“Thanks. It was a good idea to have consulted with you.” 


Once Tigre thanked her with a voice full of happiness, Elen 
leaned in close to him, and looked at the youth with passionate 
eyes. 


“Td like to have your thanks in a certain form, if you don’t 
mind.” 


Tigre immediately grasped what his sweetheart desired. With 
his cheeks flushing faintly, he gently embraced her shoulders. 


Elen closed her eyes. The youth did the same as he softly 
overlapped his lips with hers. The tenderness and minuscule 
heat of her lips sweetly stimulated Tigre. He had a hunch that 
he could clearly draw the shape of Elen’s lips in his mind, if it 
was now. 


After some time had passed, their lips separated. Both were 
able to feel happiness with their hearts being wrapped up in 
warmth by just staring at each other’s faces. However, both 
weren’t satisfied with keeping it at one time. 


“T might want to indulge in your thanks for a bit longer.” 


“T was also about to think that it might have been slightly 
lacking.” 


Putting their arms around the other’s back, they made their 
bodies cling to each other even closer. Their fragrances tickled 
their noses. Then, both kissed each other many times. And 
Tigre didn’t limit his kisses to just her lips, but also plastered 
her forehead, cheeks, ears, and neck, causing Elen to return tit 
for tat in the same way. 


OOo 


Quite a bit of time had passed when Tigre returned to his own 
room. He lit the candles on the candlestand by himself, and 
stuck two maps on the wall. 


He thought that he would try to consider the things Elen taught 
him right away. Because the hallways had been filled with a 
fresh night air seeing how summer was nearing its end, he was 
able to switch over his thinking while cooling his head until he 
arrived at his room. 


He sat down on a chair, and stared at the two maps illuminated 
by the candle light. One depicted Alsace, the other all of 
Brune. 


What the youth desired above all was peace for Alsace where 
he had been born and raised. He believed that this wish 
wouldn’t change, no matter for how long he might live. If it 


came to a position controlling Brune, he couldn’t only look at 
his homeland. However, he could put in effort so that Alsace 
would be peaceful. 


What kind of situations would bring about danger for Alsace? 


For example, if a territory adjoining Alsace would be 
threatened by some kind of danger, that threat would sooner or 
later reach Alsace as well. Also, in the past, the troops of Zion 
Thenardier had attacked Alsace, but if something like that took 
place, the small, weak Alsace would be turned into scorched 
earth in no time. 


Maintaining peace in all of Brune, making it prosper, making 
sure that no powerful nobles get ahead of themselves, and 
keeping a powerful army so that no foreign country would feel 
the urge to attack. Those things would result in a protection of 
Alsace. By complying with Regin’s wish and taking the 
throne, Tigre might be able to work on those things for the 
first time. 


“’..Mmh.” Releasing a murmur that didn’t turn into a word, 
Tigre frowned. 


He was sure that this was what he was desiring, but he felt a 
sense of discomfort. Perceiving that something was lacking, he 
thought that his deliberations still were incomplete. 


—Am I obsessing too much over Alsace? 


Changing his way of thinking, he tried to at least probe his 
mind for what he wanted to do. What came up as the very first 
was hunting. 


For the sake of hunting in Brune’s various mountains and 
plains, I need the kingdom to be peaceful. I need to maintain 
the roads so that people can freely walk all the way to the 
borderlands, and establish small inns at fixed intervals. Isnt it 
possible to invigorate the trade within the kingdom even 
further, if you guarantee the safety during travel for peddlers 
so that they can use those inns? 


Moreover, he could dispatch experienced hunters to all kinds 
of places to have them search for good hunting spots. And 
while at it, he could have them gather all kinds of local 


information. If he managed to organize it skilfully, it would 
advance Tigre’s hunting, and afterwards, his government. 
There was also the option to gather experienced hunters to 
form a special unit. 


Keeping an eye on all of Brune and securing the people’s 
livelihood would naturally be a major premise in this. 


—It’s fun to have tried pondering about it in jest. It also 
makes me all excited, but... I guess it’s far too nonsensical. 


For the time being, I will keep it in mind since its definitely 
something I want to do. It might also be possible to make it 
come true in some sort of shape. Although I got Regin to give 
me some time, there won t be enough time if I think of the 
many things I ought to do. Still, I shouldnt rush and take my 
time to continue envisioning things. 


He looked at the candles. The lit flames would probably last 
for another koku. He thought that he should try to let his 
thoughts wander until then. He thought of the land he had 
traveled so far, and recalled the people he had met. Once he 
looked at the names of the locations written on the map, 
various images flooded his mind. 


What is it that I want to do? 


Tigre continued to ponder about various things until the 
candles’ flames went out. 


Chapter 2 — Goddess of a 
Distant Era 


There was a huge archive deep inside Brune’s royal palace. 
Documents putting together the achievements of successive 
generations of kings; records of famous knights and civil 
officials; documents composed of poetry, prose, legends, and 
various events that took place in the kingdom; books; scrolls; 
and letters were stored there in all kinds of shapes. 
Additionally, there were documents pertaining to stories about 
events that took place in the neighboring countries and 
folklore handed down in those lands. Given that Brune had 
been a stopover for the trade between various countries in the 
east and west since ancient times, travelers heading from east 
to west, and on the other hand, caravans departing from west 
to east had imparted those stories, or had left written recounts 
of them behind. 


Finishing his simple breakfast consisting of just milk and 
bread in the morning, Tigre visited the archive together with 
Elen, Lim, Mila, and Sofy. Lim and Sofy had prepared pots 
filled with painting materials, pens for everyone, and bundles 
of parchments. Because Regin had given them permission, 
Elen and the other Vanadis could use the archive as foreigners. 
Prime Minister Pierre Badouin had pulled a cramped face 
when he had heard about it, but after being persuaded by 
Mashas, he gave up his resistance and approved of it. 


Mashas had seen Baba Yaga at Zhcted’s Lebus. Moreover, 
Mashas and Badouin, as well as Viscount Augre had heard 


about the abnormality of Ganelon from 
Shervid 


"Illusory Princess of the Hollow Shadow, Valentina. If 
Tigre and the Vanadis said that they wanted to investigate 
those things, he had no reason to refuse it. 


Tigre, who had pushed open the heavy double door, stood 
stock still in a daze, overwhelmed by the majestic view 
flooding his visual field. Bright light poured into the room 
through several holes in the ceiling. What this illumination 
allowed to see was a huge space completely packed with many 
bookshelves. No matter the shelf, all of them were stuffed with 
books, leaving no gaps. Fine dust particles could be seen 
dancing within the rays of light. 


Chests with beautiful ornaments had been placed on the floor, 
storing many scrolls and letters. It was unimaginable just how 
many hundreds or thousands of documents they contained. 


Probably for those studying the documents, a huge evergreen 
oak table and many chairs had been set up in the center of the 
room. There also were several candlesticks to provide 
additional illumination, and a few books crests. The 
candlesticks had the part with the candles to be lit covered by 
glass globes. Likely a measure so that the books wouldn’t 
catch fire if something were to happen. The book crests also 
had imposing forms with their leg parts being gilded. 


“How magnificent...” 


A sigh of admiration escaped Sofy’s lips as she stood behind 
Tigre. Lim surveyed the archive with her face tense in 
nervousness. In contrast to those three, Elen and Mila looked 
bored. 


It's great that there are many things to examine, but this is way 
too much. We only got five people here. 


“Sorry to disturb your fascination, but how are we going to 
look things up? If we were to go through each and every single 
document, even one year wouldn’t be enough.” Mila asked 
Sofy while pushing the back of the youth, who was still staring 
in wonder, up to the center of the archive. 


Making her wavy, golden hair sway, Sofy looked all around 
her with a serious expression. 


“Let’s narrow down what we will investigate. Black bow. Tir 
Na Fal, Goddess of Night, Darkness and Death. And demons. 
Please only pick up records that seem to be related to those 


three. Ignore everything else. However, only when there’s 
something that piques your curiosity no matter what, you may 
add it to the pile.” Saying so, Sofy took something into her 
hand which had been placed on top of the bundle of 
parchments. Those were similar to bookmarks made out of big 
leaves and pressed flowers. “I will now give everyone of you 
three of these. Have a go with these today, and we will 
consider how to proceed tomorrow after seeing today’s 
outcome.” 


And then Tigre and the others each decided on the 
bookshelves they would be in charge of. Books written in 
languages they couldn’t read were taken to Sofy because she 
was well-versed in languages other than Brunish and Zhcted. 


Tigre stood in front of his bookshelf, took out each book one- 
by-one, and scanned through them. However, given that he 
wasn’t accustomed to this kind of work, he didn’t make much 
progress. In addition, whenever he spotted traces of heroes, 
calamities of ancient eras, and farming methods that seemed 
adoptable in Alsace — in other words, things unrelated to their 
current research topic — his eyes were unconsciously drawn to 
them, despite knowing that he should abstain. 


“How is it going?” 


Being suddenly called out from behind while completely 
absorbed in reading and having lost all sense of time, Tigre’s 
shoulders jumped up with a start. Once he looked back while 
swallowing his breath, he found Mila standing there. 


Even while being suspicious of the youth’s reaction, she said 
in a whisper, “Since you’ve been so immersed in reading, I 
wondered whether you’ve found something interesting.” 


Even though a cool air was dominating the archive, beads of 
sweat formed on Tigre’s forehead. He tried to get out of it by 
being evasive with a vague answer, but the blue-eyed Vanadis 
wouldn’t fail to notice that. Revealing an evil smile on her 
lips, Mila went around to the right side of Tigre, and peeked at 
the book in his hand. 


“Hmmm, "The Life of Sarah, the Divine Official of God 
Perkunas, who Served Founder Charles, , eh...? I wonder 


what part of it piqued your interest.” 


Because Mila had lowered her voice’s volume, the other three 
apparently hadn’t noticed yet. Partly resigning himself to his 
fate, Tigre replied in a whisper while pointing at the part he 
had been reading, “It says that this person had traveled from 
Brune’s north to the east. It was apparently for the sake of 
building temples in the villages and towns at scales befitting 
those places.” 


“So you imagined that she might have passed through Alsace 
or something?” Mila sighed and drove her elbow into Tigre’s 
side. As she had used more strength than expected, Tigre 
reflexively had a coughing fit. 


“Was I able to reset your motivation? Leave such things for 
another time.” 


Saying so over her shoulder, Mila walked towards the table 
before Tigre could give an answer. The youth ransacked his 
hair while reflecting, and returned to their research target. 


On the other hand, Mila, who had returned to the table, 
resumed her work by opening a book that she had placed on a 
pile. 


Sofy, who had been investigating in the same way, leaned 

herself slightly forward as she sat close to Mila, and asked 
quietly with a gleam of expectation dyeing her beryl eyes, 
“What did you talk about with Tigre?” 


“T just scolded him for slacking off.” Mila curtly replied 
without looking at the blond-haired Vanadis. 


Sofy probed further, “You scolded him, and then?” 
“Nothing then.” 


Once she understood from Mila’s tone and expression that she 
wasn’t hiding anything, Sofy pulled her body back, entrusted it 
to the chair’s backrest, and sighed. 


“Tt looks like this will drag on longer than I had expected...” 


“Shut up. Do your work seriously. It’s your field of expertise, 
no?” 


Once she retorted with a voice that would only be heard by 
Sofy, Mila turned the page with a sullen look. But then again, 
her irritation was mostly turned at herself. Mila had fallen in 
love with Tigre. It happened a good while ago. However, with 
Tigre and Elen having a romantic relationship, there was 
already no room for Mila’s feelings. 


It was Sofy who spoke up to Mila without even adding any 
encouragement or incitement to her words. Sofy also 
considered Tigre romantically as an ordinary girl. Even though 
she knew about the relationship between Tigre and Elen, she 
didn’t mind it overly much. And Sofy told Mila that she would 
give Mila a chance to confess her feelings to Tigre first. 


As for Mila, she was simply in a mental state where she didn’t 
know what to do. Mila herself thought she possessed 
discernment and decisiveness. She believed that she could 
come to a clear solution by mulling things over calmly, no 
matter what problem it might be. She should be a person 
capable of giving up on things that were out of her reach. 


—That is... 


A sigh escaped her lips when she thought back on her own 
actions. She had talked to him even though there was no need 
to do so, and yet she was slightly elated over such a silly 
conversation. It wasn’t just now either. Even during the 
celebratory banquet, her eyes followed Tigre whenever there 
was a sudden break in the conversation. 


—I wonder whether it’ll become easier if I confess to him 
and get to hear the negative reply out of his mouth. 


She had thought about this several times, but as soon as she 
started concretizing her plans, she became irritated. She didn’t 
feel inclined to put them into practice. In the end, Mila didn’t 
do anything even after several days passed since the 
instigation by Sofy. 


—I shouldnt think about anything unnecessary, but instead 
focus on the things in front of me. 


Once she cleared away her idle thoughts by shaking her head, 
Mila scanned the current page once more. This book was 


about the fairies of Brune and Zhcted. It was so elaborately 
made that it even included colored illustrations, but its writing 
style that seemed very fairy-tale-like made Mila feel anxious. 


—I guess I cant expect too much out of this. 


Yet she continued to turn the pages while believing that she 
should read the book to the end, even if only skimming 
through it roughly. And then, when she reached a page at 
around halfway through the book, Mila’s hand stopped. 


The page depicted a frog fairy called Vodyanoy. 
[TN: A Slavic water fairy | 


Mila had fought a demon called Vodyanoy twice in the past. 
On both occasions she had cooperated with Tigre as he was 
such a formidable enemy that she probably wouldn’t have 
been able to defeat him by herself. Seeing the left side of the 
page, Mila grimaced. The picture of a frog standing upright on 
its hind-legs and stuffing its cheeks with something like a gold 
coin was drawn there. This frog was likely a Vodyanoy. 


What piqued Mila’s interest wasn’t the frog itself, but the 
picture’s background. The frog looked down at the ocean 
while standing ashore, but the ground was violet, and the 
ocean green. A black circle and a red circle floated in the sky. 


—What’s with this !? 


She thought that the pages might have changed its colors over 
the many years of preservation, but according to the text 
written on the right side of the page, the black circle was 
apparently the sun, and the red one the moon. 


—So it was just a fairy-tale after all. Still... 


Mila looked at the illustration once more. Frankly said, it was 
disgusting. Unable to feel any of the fantastic atmosphere she 
would often encounter in the illustrations of fairy-tales, she 
felt as if she was shown a world where just about everything 
was different. Mila closed that book, left her seat, and put the 
book back into its shelf. There were tons of other books she 
had to look through. 


OOo 


Four days had passed since they begun to investigate. 
Currently they had no results to show that were worthy to be 
mentioned. 


Around the time when the sun started to sink in the west on the 
fifth day, Tigre and the others left the archives with exhaustion 
plastered all over their faces while having their efforts go 
unrewarded. Walking next to each other through the corridors 
that were becoming increasingly darker as dusk infiltrated the 
castle, they chatted with each other about their future plans. 


“Haven’t we already checked half of the documents by 
today?” 


Sofy shook her head with a happy look next to Elen who 
sighed while dropping her shoulders. 


“We’re still at around 40%. Things are going to start from now 
on, we got to take time by the forelock. Since you usually 
won’t receive permission to enter the archives of a kingdom 
unless it’s something quite urgent, it’s a precious experience, 
Elen.” 


“It would be nice if that precious experience would be 
connected to happiness and fun, though. I feel like my head is 
fully stuffed with words.” Elen replied. 


Just when Sofy was about to say something, Tigre, who had 
walked behind them silently so far, spoke up. 


“About tomorrow, would you allow me to skip the 
investigation for one day?” 


“Do you have some errands to run?” Lim asked while walking 
on the youth’s left side. On his right, Mila turned her eyes at 
him, looking curious. 


“T considered trying to go to the temple on the summit.” 


If you kept ascending the mountain road from the royal palace, 
you would arrive at a temple on the summit. The temple had 
been built by Charles as proof of his gratitude to the gods. 
Tigre thought that he might be able to find some clues there, 


seeing as Tir Na Fal was a goddess as well. Coming up with 
the idea to do something like this stemmed from the tenth- 
something book Tigre checked being a recount of Charles’ 
founding of Brune. 


Tigre knew about the temple built by the founder even as 
someone at the lower end of nobility in Brune, but he had 
never drawn a connection between this investigation and the 
temple until he skimmed through the book. 


“T think it’s a good idea. Are you going alone?” 


“No... I think I will take Titta along.” Tigre answered Sofy’s 
question after hesitating for a moment. 


Titta had been trained as a shrine maiden in Alsace, and thus 
possessed detailed knowledge about the gods. If it was her, she 
might know something he wouldn’t. The reason why Tigre 
hesitated was because Titta had been previously possessed by 
a being that appeared to be Tir Na Fal. Until today, the youth 
felt a strong resentment when he recalled how he had fired an 
arrow at her back then. 


However, it was no mistake to regard Titta as reliable help in 
this. He decided to try to discuss it with her, first of all. 


“Alright, me too —— is what I want to say, but I guess I will 
refrain here.” 


“That’s only natural. It’s the temple built by the kingdom’s 
founder.” 


Mila rolled her eyes in response to Elen’s remark. Compared 
to other temples, this one was treated differently. Even if they 
might be Vanadis, it wasn’t a good place for a foreigner to 
casually stroll in. 


“Let’s leave the decision up to Lord Tigrevurmud here, 
Eleonora-sama.” Lim said, obviously smoothing things over. 


Elen nodded obediently, “It would be really great if something 
good came out of it.” 


“Pray for it to be so,” Tigre responded with a smile. 


© 


Morning of the next day, Tigre headed to the temple on the 
summit together with Titta. Tigre wore linen clothes beneath 
an overcoat. He was also shouldering his black bow. Just like 
the youth, Titta also wore an overcoat above her clothes. She 
had tied her chestnut-colored hair into a ponytail, and a basket 
filled with bread and a bottle of wine dangled on her elbow. 


Once Tigre looked up, he saw how the sun was hidden behind 
an extent of ashen clouds. A cold wind was blowing down the 
slope. Tigre and Titta walked next to each other along the 
mountain road with its gentle ascent. Since they would arrive 
on the summit in less than half a koku, according to Regin, 
they had no need to hurry. 


“It’s been a while since I last went somewhere with you, 
Tigre-sama.” 


“Yeah, both of us have been busy since coming back to 
Brune.” Tigre nodded with a smile at Titta who was looking 
up to him with her hazel eyes sparkling. 


The mountain road had been thoroughly maintained with the 
weeds removed, the ground tamped down, and stairways 
established at places where the inclination became steep. 
However, in places slightly away from the road, nature had 
apparently been left to its own devices. 


Discovering white and yellow flowers within the thickets 
spreading out on the mountain’s slope, Titta pointed it out to 
the youth with a smile. While listening to her words, Tigre felt 
relieved in his heart. It was last night that Tigre had spoken to 
Titta about going to the temple. She had readily agreed 
without any hesitation, and today morning she had appeared in 
front of the youth with her usual smile. 


—Did I overthink? 


Whenever one of them recalled something, they brought it up 
as a topic with the other while walking. There were a plethora 
of things they could chat about. While Tigre spoke about the 
people he met on the battlefield and the celebratory banquet, 


Titta talked about a stray cat who had sneaked into the royal 
palace and how she had searched something dropped by the 
daughter of a certain noble together with everyone. 


“Come to think of it, recently Mr. Gerard and Mr. Rurick have 
often visited me.” Titta tilted her head to the side in confusion. 


Gerard was the Royal Secretary, and the son of Viscount 
Augre on whom Tigre had been relying. Rurick was a Zhcted 
knight under Elen. Both were men Tigre deeply trusted in 
regards to their abilities and personalities. According to Titta, 
both had apparently started to regularly come to see her after 
the Muozinel army withdrew. 


“Both of them wanted to hear various things about you, Tigre- 
sama. Such as your future plans, and so on.” 


“About me?” 


“Tt’s odd, isn’t it? Even though they just need to ask you in 
person. And, as soon as they run into each other, it 
immediately develops into a fight.” 


“Tt’s been like that with those two since their first meeting. It 
must have been hard on you as well.” Tigre lightly tapped 
Titta’s shoulder, who was smiling wryly, as thanks for her 
efforts. 


Tigre had an idea when it came to Gerard. He wished for Tigre 
to become the king of this country. It was only natural that he 
cared about how Tigre planned to move from now on. In 
Rurick’s case, Tigre believed that it might be related to him 
being a knight of Leitmeritz. 


—TI have no doubt that he’s concerned about my movements 
from a standpoint differing from Elen’s and Lim’. Elen and the 
others will go back to Zhcted before long, won t they? 


They had their own lives in Zhcted. Not to mention that a 
Vanadis couldn’t afford to indefinitely neglect the territory she 
ought to rule as lord of the principality. This applied all the 
more so for Mila and Sofy who were acting on their own 
decision, and not upon the king’s order. 


And then, as they were continuing to climb the mountain road, 
the summit came in sight. When they spotted the temple, 


which silently stood there with the gray sky as backdrop, 
Titta’s face became slightly stiff, probably out of nervousness. 
It was just for a little moment, but Tigre didn’t fail to notice it. 


“——Titta.” 


Once he called her name, she looked at him, and immediately 
formed a stout-hearted smile on her lips. 


“Tigre-sama. I will be fine. If you say something along the 
lines of going back after having come this far, or just me 
returning to the palace, I will get angry with you, okay?” 


Tigre, who was indeed about to say something in that lieu, 
reflexively asked even while feeling startled by Titta’s remark, 
“You will get angry?” 


“T will scold you as strongly as when I do to wake you up after 
you overslept, Tigre-sama.” Titta answered while throwing out 
her chest and pursing her lips. That example, which no one 
besides her could have used, lured Tigre into a light laughter, 
but immediately following, he put his arms around her back 
and pulled her frail body into his embrace. 


He believed himself to be inexcusable and felt ashamed for his 
thoughtlessness to not have seen through her resolve. And 
above that, Titta’s existence was precious and lovable to him. 
He was happy that he could have her by his side. Thus he 
decided that he would protect her no matter what might 
happen. 


Titta seemed to be surprised by the youth’s sudden action, but 
she immediately released any excess-strength from her body, 
fully entrusting herself to Tigre. Her feelings got all worked up 
due to his warmth that was transmitted through their contact, 
and as she whispered Tigre’s name, she shut her eyes. 


The youth gently overlapped his lips with hers. They could 
faintly sense each other’s passionate, hot breaths. A cold wind 
was blowing along the mountain road, but neither of them took 
any notice of it. Before long, Tigre removed his lips. Titta’s 
moist eyes looked up to the youth with her cheeks flushed and 
an expression that looked vacant as if she was caught in a 


dream. If not for Tigre hugging her, her legs might have 
buckled, resulting in her flopping to the ground. 


“So that’s how it feels...” Titta said with a faltering voice 
while casting her eyes down, obviously embarrassed. “Unlike 
what I have been imagining, it was far more...” 


... Dreamy, gentle, and overflowing with emotions were the 
words that she spun into her hot sigh. 


Tigre turned a gentle smile at her, and tenderly caressed Titta’s 
head as she giggled. The two kissed two, three more times 
with their bodies gradually heating up. Becoming unable to 
think of anything but the lover in front of them, they desired to 
connect in ways other than the lips, and thus grasped each 
other’s hands and entangled their fingers. 


‘“—] think we should go.” Around the time when a hundred 
breaths had amply passed, Tigre called out to Titta after they 
pressed their lips against each other a last time, and separated 
without it being clear who made the first move. 


Titta cheerfully and curtly confirmed. 


Shortly thereafter, both arrived at the temple. First they headed 
towards a cemetery situated in a place slightly distant from the 
temple. Tigre got Regin to tell him the location of the grave of 
Black Knight Roland in advance. For Tigre, Roland was an 
unforgettable man. They met in battle during the civil war two 
years ago, but Roland had recognized Tigre and passed on the 


Durandal 
kingdom’s treasured sword, the Sword of Invincibility, to him. 
Moreover, it had been Roland who appealed to the knights to 
cooperate with Tigre. 


Tigre reported at his grave that the invaders had been repelled, 
and prayed to the gods for Roland’s soul to rest in peace. And 
then Titta and Tigre left the cemetery. 


—Durandal still hasnt been found, has it? 


It was said that the Sword of Invincibility had been stolen on a 
winter night, close to New Years. Regin had secretly started a 
search for it, but Tigre heard that the investigation was 
dragging on and difficult. Tigre wanted to lend her his help as 
well, but as expected, this sphere of work was beyond his 


abilities. He had no choice but to pray to the gods that Regin 
and Badouin would be rewarded for their desperate efforts. 


When both arrived at the temple once more, they were guided 
to a guest room, and then received by the elderly head 
priestess of the temple. 


Tigre and Titta exchanged polite greeting words with her, and 
then immediately moved on to the main topic. After the 
preface that he couldn’t speak about the concrete details, Tigre 
explained that they were investigating Tir Na Fal. Even after 
hearing the name of the Goddess of Night, Darkness, and 
Death mentioned, the head priestess didn’t show any visible 
reactions. 


“We will be very careful so as to not become a nuisance for 
you. Could you allow us to take a look, if there are any 
documents handed down from the time of the Founder 
Charles?” 


“You won’t find anything as significant as that in this temple, 
but feel free to research as long as that’s still fine with you. 
However, there’s one thing I’d like to ask.” The head priestess 
put on a serious expression, and continued, “Your Excellency 
Earl Vorn, what kind of existence do you believe Tir Na Fal to 
be?” 


“If you allow me to state my true feelings, I do not like her.” 
Tigre answered clearly. 


He didn’t understand the intent behind that question, but those 
were his true feelings which he couldn’t falsify. 


The head priestess took on the youth’s look, and said in a quiet 
tone, “When standing in front of the gods, you have to face 
them impartially.” 


No different from until now, there was absolutely no coercive 
demeanor to be found in the priestess’ face, but her words rang 
in Tigre’s ears, possessing a mysterious dignity. 


Tigre bowed silently. He was aware himself that he very likely 
hadn’t been able to understand even half of the meaning 
behind those words, but he decided to keep them in mind. 


“Umm, Head Priestess, I have a request, if that’s possible.” 
Titta stated shyly. Telling the priestess that she was someone 
who had piled up training as a shrine maiden, Titta spoke of 
the wish to pray to the gods after they finished their 
investigation. The priestess agreed with a gentle smile, and 
Titta bowed after expressing her thanks. 


And then the two had the priestess guide them to the temple’s 
archives, but it was far smaller than they had expected. It was 
a windowless room with a width and length of thirty chet. The 
old bookshelves in front, to the left, and right were crammed. 
Books and letters only filled the shelves on the sides. The 
shelves in front housed small idols and ritual objects that were 
not in use right now. 


Tigre and Titta entered the archive while holding burning 
candlesticks for illumination. The candlesticks had the same 
structure as the ones used in the royal palace’s archive, 
covering the part with the burning candle with a glass globe. 


“Most of it seems to be temple logs.” Titta muttered as she 
gazed at the spines of the books lining up in front of her. 


Tigre looked around the small room and thought that they 
couldn’t expect much out of this, but he encouraged himself 
and Titta, “At any rate, let’s try to systematically go through 
all documents here. If there’s even one book that writes about 
something that could help us, it will already be a gain.” 


“You're right. I will do my best, Tigre-sama.” Titta clenched 
her small fists and answered with a smile that appeared to 
encourage Tigre instead. 


Oo 


When Tigre and Titta finished their search, the sun was about 
to go down outside the temple. Fatigue, faint discouragement, 
and disappointment dyed their faces. They had kept at it and 
gone through all documents, but they didn’t find any text that 
might serve as a clue. Or to be more precise, the two couldn’t 
find any. 


—I guess around this much is the limit... 


Tigre dropped his eyes on the three parchments he had filled 
out as carefully as possible. They contained a summary about 
the first Duke Ganelon. He had been a priest to begin with, 
and was said to be a trusted, faithful retainer of Founder 
Charles, a close friend of the king. Although he was called a 
priest, he didn’t only pray to the gods, but also spoke to spirits 
and fairies, and was well-informed about sorcery. And thus he 
was entrusted with the management of Saint-Groel, said to be 
the place where Charles received his divine revelation, and the 
rule over the city of Artishem located above the underground 
temple. 


However, while such things were recorded, Tigre didn’t find a 
single anecdote about the first Ganelon. It was just something 
about him fighting a monster that was neither old nor did it 
possess a skeleton, but there was nothing about him 
performing special ceremonies as a priest or him 
accomplishing something as Charles’ subordinate. 


Tigre had no choice but to hope that Sofy would be able to 
make use of this little amount of information. 


“Thanks, Titta.” Tigre smiled and lightly placed a hand on her 
shoulder. He thought that he should properly express his 
gratitude to her before getting all depressed. 


Titta nodded and answered with a sweet smile, “No problem. 
But it didn’t go as we wanted, Tigre-sama.” 


“No helping it. We have to hope that Elen and the others had 
more luck at the palace.” 


Just when the two left the archive, Titta looked up to the youth 
as if having remembered something. 


“Tigre-sama, is it fine for me to go pray?” 


“T will go with you as well. Though I can’t pray as well as you 
can, Titta.” 


They had already obtained permission from the head priestess. 
And thus they walked through the hallways, and entered the 
prayer hall. It was the second-biggest room in this temple. By 


the way, the biggest one was said to be the room where the 
things that belonged to Founder Charles had been stored away. 


The hall had a circular shape, and a high ceiling. It looked like 
the light from outside was guided into the room through an 
ingenious setup. The floor was sparky clean. Not only the 
statues of the ten gods worshiped in most of Brune, but also 
statues of aboriginal gods that were only worshiped in a single, 
small region were lined up along the walls. Anyone 
experiencing that sight would inevitably be able to sense the 
solemn atmosphere. 


Titta went down on her knees in the center of the hall, praying 
to the gods, whereas Tigre stood at the entrance of the hall, 
gazing at her. Eventually, Titta finished praying and stood up. 
Tigre quietly muttered a prayer to the gods, and entered the 
hall. Smiling at her, who was quickly coming his way, Tigre 
invited her. 


“Titta, 1s it okay for us to look at the statues of the gods for a 
bit?” 


While she had been praying, Tigre had looked at the statues 
for no particular reason, but they piqued his curiosity. 
Although he talked about taking a look, it was just about going 
around the hall. Titta nodded with a smile. 


There were small slates with the names of the gods engraved 
placed at the feet of the statues. If there were names he had 
never heard at all, there were others he remembered having 
been mentioned in folklores and such. Tigre was honestly full 
of admiration. He was very interested in their figures as they 
were similar to trees or no different from beasts. 


Seen from the entrance, the ten gods were lined up deep 
inside. Even though there were small differences in the 
ornaments, the gods here were just like the ones in other 
temples. While paying special respect to just Eris, the Goddess 
of Wind and Storm, Tigre tried to pass the ten gods’ statues. 


Suddenly something queer jumped into their eyes, and the two 
stopped. Tigre and Titta stared at those statues while frowning. 
At the end of his eyes was the statue of a goddess who held a 

bow. The name ‘Tir Na Faly was carved into the slate at her 


feet. Also, at the feet of the goddess next to her, and the one 
following after, were slates with the same name of Tir Na Fal. 
In total, three statues of Tir Na Fal had been lined up. 
Moreover, all of them had appearances completely different 
from the Goddess of Night, Darkness, and Death which Tigre 
and Titta knew. 


“What does this mean...?” Tigre groaned deeply. Titta had 
also lost her voice, and was merely staring at the goddesses in 
a daze. 


The hall began to be wrapped up by dusk, creeping in from 
outside. 


Oo 


When Tigre and Titta left the temple, one and a half koku had 
passed since their discovery of the Tir Na Fal statues. As they 
listened to the head priestess’ stories, time flew by before they 
even realized. Since the curtain of night’s darkness had long 
ago overtaken the sky leaving only the stars and moon as 
scarce light sources, Tigre and Titta went down the mountain 
path after receiving a torch and lighting it. 


While they walked through the darkness with their hands 
linked, Tigre remembered their conversation with the head 
priestess. When Tigre had asked why there were three of her 
statues lined up next to each other in the prayer hall, the head 
priestess had answered that all of them represented Tir Na Fal 
with a calm expression and a firm tone. 


“What does that mean?” Tigre had asked while frowning. 


In response, the head priestess answered like a grandmother 
who was teaching her grandson, “It’s said that Tir Na Fal 
represents the general name of three goddesses from an 
ancient era long before Brune came into existence. Later on 
those three goddesses were turned into one.” 


“Three goddesses...” 


The mural Tigre had seen in Saint-Groel in the past revived in 
his mind. Three goddesses each placing their hands on one of 
the necks of a three-headed dragon. Tigre remembered Regin 

explaining it as a battle between dragons and gods. One of the 
goddesses had held a bow. 


The head priestess’ explanation continued, “The ten gods who 
are being generally worshiped in Brune and Zhcted...King of 
all Gods Perkunas, God of War Triglav, God of Fame 
Radegast, God of Livestock Vohloss, God of Wealth Dirge, 
Goddess of Wind and Storm Eris, God of Hearth’s Fire 
Svarkass, Goddess of Harvest and Lust Yareelo, and the 
Goddess of Night, Darkness and Death Tir Na Fal. Just going 
by her name, it already sounds different from the other gods, 
right?” 


Tigre nodded. It was something he had considered strange as a 
child as well. However, since it had been like that long before 
he was born, he stopped wondering about it at some point. 


“Tir Na Fal governs the night, darkness, and death as wife, 
elder sister and younger sister of Perkunas. If you consider that 
the three goddesses have become the foundation for this, it’s 
understandable.” 


“Why didn’t you tell us of this...?” The tone of Tigre’s voice 
unintentionally turned bitter. 


The priestess should have told us when we extended our 
greetings, telling her that we came here to investigate Tir Na 
Fal. 


The head priestess answered while remaining as calm as 
before, “Even if I had told you back then, I don’t think that 
you would have listened to me obediently. As someone 
serving the gods and working in the temple, it would be 
impossible for me to impose on you.” 


The youth had no choice but to admit that she was right. The 
head priestess thought of Tir Na Fal as one of the gods. With 
Tigre unable to cast away his negative feelings about Tir Na 
Fal, it might have been impossible for him to listen to her 
words in earnest. But then again, that was all he could learn 


about Tir Na Fal from her. Even the head priestess didn’t know 
how it came to be for the three goddesses to be called like that. 


—But, we did gain something from this for sure. At last it 
feels like we’ve got hold of a clue. If I talk about this to Sofy, 
there might be some new findings. 


The youth couldn’t help but to hope for this to come to pass. 
Also, he was able to hear an unexpected story from the head 
priestess, about his mother. 


At the time when he was about to leave the guest room after 
politely thanking the head priestess, she asked Tigre with a 
tone as if she had suddenly remembered something, “I’d like 
you to tell me one thing: Isn’t Diana the name of your 
mother?” 


Not just Tigre, but even Titta looked back at the head priestess 
in surprise. 


“You know of my mother...?” 


“T had considered the possibility when I heard the family name 
Vorn. So I suppose you are the child of Urs-sama and Diana 
after all.” 


The two sat back on their chairs in a fluster. Tigre calmed his 
breathing, and said to the head priestess, “If possible, could 
you tell me about my mother? I believe I know all about my 
mother’s life in Alsace, but I don’t know anything about her 
life in the capital. Even when I asked other people, I only 
heard that she was a quiet, gentle person...” 


“Still, it’s not like I can provide you that many details about 
her either.” 


Even while being slightly surprised by Tigre’s face being a 
mix of tension and anxiety, the head priestess told him what 
she knew of his mother. 


“Even though that girl’s body was weak, she loved to stroll 
through the fields and mountains. Because she couldn’t leave 
the capital much, she walked around the royal palace’s gardens 
or came up to this temple along the mountain road.” 


Making the best possible use of her position as daughter of the 
gardener serving in the palace, Diana roamed the Luberon 
Mountain, and often visited this temple, the priestess said. 


Diana’s father was recognized for his abilities after becoming 
an apprentice of the previous gardener, and was recommended 
by his predecessor to succeed the job. He apparently 
originated from an ordinary commoner family, and not a 
special lineage. However, his skills and sincere work attitude 
were appreciated in the palace, and even after Diana became a 
girl without a single relative when her father passed away, she 
was permitted to stay in the palace, and was granted the 
freedom to move around just as she had done so far. 


“It looks like she encountered Urs-sama in one of the palace’s 
gardens. When he called out to her as she was resting after 
getting exhausted, they chatted with each other, and she fell in 
love with him in the process, or something like that.” 


Maybe, Tigre thought, Mom was drawn to Dad because she 
sensed Alsace s landscape in Dad words and behavior. Or, is 
this the child’s wish for its parents’ meeting to be dramatic, 
even if only a little? 


“It’s a story from long ago now, so I can’t really remember 
what I talked about with Diana, but just her words when she 
left the capital to follow Urs-sama I remember as if it had been 
yesterday. Once I told her ‘Please contact me as soon as you 
settled down in Alsace and had a childs , she laughed, saying 
that she would give birth to a healthy child, and added this: "I 
hope for my child that it will find something to cherish, and be 
able to protect ity .” 


Stopping to speak at this point, the priestess turned a gentle 
look at Tigre. 


The youth clenched the fists on his knees, and replied with 
emotions as if being in front of his deceased mother, “I have 
found something to cherish. I plan to do anything that allows 
me to continue protecting it.” 


The priestess stared at the youth, whose face and words were 
oozing with determination, with a kind smile. 


“Please inform the two of it when you have returned home to 
Alsace.” 


Tigre and Titta bowed deeply towards the head priestess, and 
left the temple. 


OOo 


After around the same time they needed to climb up to the 
temple, Tigre and Titta arrived back at the palace. Once they 
passed through the gate, entering a building, the coldness 
diminished as the wind disappeared. After extinguishing the 
torch’s fire, Tigre turned towards Titta. 


“Titta, thanks for today. You were a big help.” 


Titta responded, “Sure,” with a smile, but her hazel eyes 
flickered full of anxiety. What she had learned today 
apparently didn’t allow for her feelings to calm down as 
someone involved with Tir Na Fal. 


While gently stroking her head in the hope to give her at least 
some peace of mind, Tigre asked in a deliberately cheerful 
tone, “I guess I have to show you my gratitude for having 
accompanied me today. Is there anything you want or 
something I can do for you? Please feel free to speak your 
mind.” 


Upon those words, Titta averted her eyes, casting them down, 
and acted hesitant. Tigre silently waited for her. After a time of 
around ten breaths had passed, Titta said with a daring look, 
“Umm...is it also fine for me to stay in your room tonight, 
Tigre-sama?” 


Her voice was quiet and slightly shaky. Tigre quickly looked 
around him, and once he made sure that no one was close, he 
gently hugged Titta. He pressed his own cheek against hers, 
and at the moment when Titta stirred, lifting her face, he went 
for a kiss on her lips. 


After their lips separated, Tigre smiled kindly at her, “I will 
wait, SO come over anytime.” 


Titta’s cheeks blushed in embarrassment, and she cast her eyes 
down once again, but still nodded lightly. 


© 


Around the time when Tigre and Titta were descending from 
the summit, Regin had a conversation with Prime Minister 
Badouin in her office about who would be a good choice to 
send as envoy to inform Zhcted of the victory in the war. 


“T think there’s no one as suitable as Earl Vorn.”’ 


Regin looked bitterly at the elderly minister who wore the gray 
attire of an official. 


“Is there no one else?” 


“No one who has achieved as many accomplishments as him 
comes to mind.” Stroking his beard that extended erectly and 
reminded one of a cat’s whiskers while rejecting her entreating 
gaze with an indifferent look, Badouin continued, “——Your 
Highness, I also have plenty of matters I'd like him to handle 
in the capital. However, he’s the only person with whom 
Zhcted’s king would be pleased.” 


The duty of an envoy wasn’t just the announcement of the 
war’s victory. As Regin’s representative, they would need to 
express their gratitude to the king for Zhcted’s dispatch of 
reinforcements, hand over presents, and promise a long, 
continuous friendship. It was needless to say that the promise 
of friendship was especially important. 


“According to the reports delivered today, it wouldn’t be odd 
for infighting to break out any moment in Muozinel. Sachstein 
and Asvarre seem to be preoccupied with each other for a 
while as well...” 


It was an event dating back a few days. Envoys from Sachstein 
and Asvarre visited the royal palace, asking for a non- 
aggression treaty with Brune. Sachstein had brought over gifts 
that could even be called excessive, such as silk, pelts, adorned 
water jugs and bishop’s staffs, numerous silver handiworks, 


and a jewel box crammed with pearls, as they had invaded 
Brune this spring. 


“T understand Sachstein’s and Asvarre’s true intentions, but do 
they believe that we have this much leeway?” Regin asked her 
prime minister while tilting her head to the side. 


Badouin narrowed his eyes like a cat, revealing a cynical 
smile, “It’s because Earl Vorn is on our side.” 


Tigre defeated Krtiger, one of the generals, in the war against 
Sachstein, and he also forced General Schmidt, who led the 
cavalry unit, to withdraw. Moreover, he repelled the royal 
prince Kureys in the war against Muozinel. Sachstein suffered 
a crushing defeat in a battle against Kureys roughly ten years 
ago. Even though they assaulted Muozinel with a huge fleet of 
a thousand ships, they were beaten back by Kureys who 
confronted them while leading a fleet of merely 200 ships. 


The being called Tigrevurmud Vorn was turning into 
something close to a nightmare for Sachstein. Foreign 
countries that looked down on Brune as feeble and invaded, 
were sent scurrying back home with pitiful results once Tigre 
showed up while leading his military forces. Also, they 
couldn’t help being wary about the rumor that Tigre was close 
to Tallard Graham who was the de-facto ruler of Asvarre. 
Sachstein believed that they must avoid Brune’s intervention 
by any means necessary. 


What Asvarre believed wasn’t all that different from 
Sachstein. As a matter of fact, it wasn’t as though they didn’t 
have any shortcomings either. After all, they tried to invade 
Brune alongside Sachstein. Seeing how they decided to battle 
Sachstein, Asvarre needed to get on the good side of Brune. 


After listening to the end of Badouin’s explanation, Regin 
frowned her face in displeasure, “In that case we should keep 
Earl Vorn here all the more.” 


“Ts it fine, Your Highness?” 


Given that he knew that the princess’ words were no more 
than grumbling, Badouin ignored them and requested her 
approval. Regin nodded reluctantly. She couldn’t help but 


smile at Sachstein and Asvarre. Just like them, the current 
Brune couldn’t afford to turn Zhcted into an enemy, no matter 
what might happen. 


This was how it was decided for Tigre to head over to Zhcted. 
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Tigre woke up, feeling someone’s presence. His field of vision 
was wrapped up in darkness, but his left hand briskly extended 
for the black bow placed next to him. While embracing Titta, 
who was cuddling close to him in her sleep, with his right arm, 
he pushed aside the blanket, and raised his body. Both Tigre 
and Titta didn’t wear a single piece of clothing. 


This was Tigre’s room in the royal palace. He knew from the 
darkness and the cold air that it was dead in the night. While 
staring in front of him, allowing his eyes to get used to the 
darkness, he searched for the presence, sharpening all other 
senses besides his vision. 


He heard a cheerful laughter right next to his ear. All blood 
drained from Tigre’s face. Suddenly Titta’s right hand was 
lifted, and gently stroked the youth’s cheek. 


“It’s been a while, hasn’t it?” 


Titta’s nude body was clad in a faint bluish-white light within 
the darkness. Her slender shoulders, the cavities at her 
collarbones, and her slightly bulging breasts stood out against 
the black background. Her chestnut-colored hair, which was 
loosely flowing down, was wrapped up by a dim 
phosphorescence. Her hazel eyes shone crimson, and the smile 
forming on her lips made him sense a womanly allure. 


Tigre swallowed his breath in fear with a shudder, but without 
averting his eyes from Titta, he put strength into his right arm 
holding onto her. As if stating that there was no way for him to 
let go of her over something of this degree. 


—I guess I shouldn t have taken Titta along to the temple 
after all...! 


While regretting his own decision albeit it being too late now, 
Tigre cautiously asked, “Which Tir Na Fal are you?” 


“Try to guess.” 


The something possessing Titta didn’t deny being Tir Na Fal. 
A faintly happy timbre dyed her voice. 


Anger burned in Tigre’s black eyes, “Get out of Titta. If you 
want, you can possess me instead.” 


“T don’t want to. This child’s body feels comfortable. Above 
all, it allows me to be embraced by you like this, and this 
method is also more convenient to talk with you.” 


“Talk...?” 


Tigre was puzzled by her unexpected remark. Enduring the 
urge to retort that 1t was Titta whom he was embracing, he 
waited for Tir Na Fal’s answer. 


“It was you who looked for me. That’s why I descended. All 
that’s necessary has been assembled as well.” 


“T guess you’re talking about the corpses that have been buried 
along the highway.” 


There were two things necessary for Tir Na Fal to appear: 
Darkness of the deep nighty and "Many corpses, . 


Most of those who died in the war against Muozinel had been 
buried along the highway. It was rare for the corpses to have 
been buried together on a single hill like the soldiers of 
Leitmeritz. There was also urgency to finish burying the 
corpses as fast as possible because of summer. 


Tir Na Fal let a chuckle slip at Tigre’s words, “That’s not all. 
The casualties of the foreign country are sleeping in great 
numbers in the buried moats, aren’t they?” 


She was talking about the Muozinel soldiers. They, who had 
fallen on foreign soil, weren’t given a burial, but got buried at 
the same time as the moats were filled in. 


By the way, Regin had invited a priest worshiping the gods of 
Muozinel from far away, and got him to pray to his gods while 
going once around the capital. She explained it to the capital’s 


residents with, “It’s so that the souls of the foreigners won’t 
rage, bringing about harm and misfortune.” 


Of course there was opposition to that, but with this she could 
make a claim to the Muozinel that they had held a proper 
memorial service for their dead, albeit omitting some time and 
effort as they were pressed with work. It was something that 
had to be done in advance. 


Tir Na Fal manipulated Titta’s body, making her put her 
slender arms around Tigre’s neck. Her body as she was glued 
to him felt somewhat cold. 


“I’m repeating myself, but I will always answer your calls.” 


“What...” About to lash back at her, Tigre swallowed his 
words. 


Right now it was a situation similar to Titta being held captive. 
He couldn’t act thoughtlessly. 


—However, what does she mean by my calls? How should I 
respond to this? 


The youth pondered deeply while staring at Titta’s face. At 
that moment, the words of the head priestess flashed through 
his mind. 


—When standing in front of the gods, you have to face them 
impartially. 


Tir Na Fal looked closely at Tigre, who had suddenly sunken 
into silence, in amusement. As if seeing through all the 
conflicts the youth was facing. 


Tigre closed his eyes, attempting to calm his highly strung 
emotions. When he had settled down to some extent, he 
muttered Tir Na Fal’s words in his mind. One-by-one he 
diligently retrieved scenes from the depth of his memories. 
When a time of around twenty breaths had passed, he slowly, 
and deeply breathed out. 


“Certainly, you’re right.” 


When using the black bow’s "powers , Tigre always asked 
for strength. Although he had now reached the point of being 


able to draw out the "powers consciously, the power itself 
wasn’t Tigre’s. She had been answering Tigre’s requests. 


“However, recently I haven’t asked for the black bow’s 
"powers .” 


“You and this child asked for me. And you got one step closer 
to me, to us.” 


Tigre raised an eyebrow. Since he was persuading himself to 
remain impartial, he asked back in order to confirm, “Are you 
going to tell me what I want to know?” 


“Unfortunately it doesn’t work that way.” Tir Na Fal laughed 
and added, as if having predicted the youth’s question, “What 
I’m going to tell you about will explain the objective of those 
children.” 


“Their objectives...?” Tigre widened his eyes. 


He certainly wanted to know about the plans, objectives and 
motivation of the demons. 


“They are trying to change the world.” 


Tigre grimaced. The goddess’ words were too sudden and 
abstruse. 


“What do you mean?” 


“T mean it literally. They’re going to change how the world 
functions to make it easier for them to exist here. The sun, 
moon, earth, and ocean; all of it will become something for 
their sake.” 


Without answering back right away, Tigre frantically strove to 
comprehend it logically. 


“Ts it possible...something like that?” The youth asked as if 
squeezing out his voice. 


“It’s something that took place many times so far. The ruins of 
those events also remain all over the world as proof.” Tir Na 
Fal laughed lightly, and continued her words as if singing, 
“You never heard stories about people encountering something 
non-human, or getting completely lost somewhere that’s not 
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here? In myths, poems about deeds of arms, heroic tales, fairy- 


tales, and songs that have been handed down. Those are 
remnants of the worlds that existed in the past. Fragments of 
the dreams desired by them.” 


“T still can’t quite swallow all of this, but...” Tigre shook his 
head in irritation, and ransacked his hair with the hand that 
held the black bow. “What will happen to the humans if the 
world changes in such a way?” 


“They will become foreign elements. Just like those children 
are in this world at the moment.” 


Foreign elements. Tigre tried to mutter it under his breath. In 
spite of not fully understanding the meaning, he felt a chill 
travel down his spine for some reason. 


“Tt will result in you continuing to live while having lost the 
light. The sun’s light won’t reach a world that turned into 
ruins.” 


I still dont get it. However, Tigre could imagine that many of 
the people he cherished would be lost. Very likely there wont 
be any peace for Alsace in such a world. Same for Brune, 
Zhcted, and the other countries. As well as their people. 


“Ts there any way to stop it...?” 


“T told you, didn’t I? It’s something that took place many times 
so far. Same can be said about them being thwarted by 
humans, or them being overthrown. However, you must search 
the path yourself. It’s what the humans before you did as 
well.” 


Tigre fixed his eyes on the black bow in response to the 
goddess’ words. Suddenly a bad suspicion welled up within 
him, and he asked Tir Na Fal with an uneasy look, “I certainly 
don’t think so, but me possessing this bow was fate or 
something along those lines?” 


On that day two years ago Tigre should have grasped the black 
bow out of his own volition. However, maybe that had been 
decided to be so by someone else, a being exceeding human 
intellect, or a concept. 


The red eyes of the goddess gleamed as she denied this by 
shaking her head. 


“How silly. There’s no way for something like that to be true, 
is there?” 


“... Thanks.” Tigre expressed his gratitude with a face 
revealing that he was relieved from the bottom of his heart. 


Tir Na Fal continued, “Even if you call upon the gods’ names, 
you have never considered depending on them. Instead of 
surrendering yourself to the gods’ ruling, you believe in your 
own power. That’s a part I really like about you. Please don’t 
let me down.” 


Tigre reflexively blinked several times, gazing at Tir Na Fal. 
Judging by what she was governing, she wasn’t a normal 
goddess, but all things considered, he couldn’t believe to hear 
those words from one of the gods. Probably because his 
feelings showed on his face, Tir Na Fal’s smile transformed 
into something close to a scornful laugh. 


“We don’t exist for the sake of the humans. It just happens that 
we occasionally help them out on a whim.” 


“Ts that also the same for the other gods besides you?” 


Tir Na Fal bent her head slightly to the side upon the youth’s 
question. 


“All of them went somewhere a long time ago. One day they 
might suddenly come back here if they feel like it.” 


Tigre wondered just how much time would register as a long 
time ago for a goddess. Jt probably won t end at a range of 
several hundred years. I guess its several thousand years ago, 
or maybe even further into the past... 


Well then, it’s time for me to head back soon, 


The goddess’ words resounded in Tigre’s mind, and not his 
ears. The bluish-white light wrapping up Titta’s body rapidly 
weakened in front of the surprised look of the youth. Her arms 
loosely dropped down, as if having lost all power, and the 
crimson light vanished from her eyes. At that moment, Tigre 
finally remembered. When the goddess had possessed Titta’s 
body in the past, her words reached his mind without her 
moving Titta’s lips or releasing a voice from Titta’s mouth. 


Once the light completely left Titta’s body, darkness took back 
its reign over the room. Tigre safely caught Titta, who had 
started to collapse like a puppet that had its strings cut. Placing 
the black bow in his left hand next to him, he tightly hugged 
Titta with both arms. 


“Tigre-sama...” 


A voice that seemed to fade any moment tickled Tigre’s ear. 
The youth answered back with a confirmation in order to cheer 
her up, and gently stroked Titta’s back repeatedly. Although 
words of apology were on the tip of his tongue, he swallowed 
them back down on the brink of voicing them out. On the way 
towards the temple on the mountain peak, he had accepted 
Titta’s feelings. Regretting to have taken her along would 
slight those feelings. The reason that it’d be owed to him 
cherishing Titta wouldn’t justify it either. 


“Ts your body alright?” 


She answered his question positively. Her voice was as upfront 
as typical of her, without any hint of her acting strong. He 
unconsciously put strength into the arms embracing her. 


“T’m glad that you’re safe.” Tigre whispered, placing all his 
feelings into those words. 


This time Titta confirmed with a happy voice, and after taking 
a short breath, she said, “Tigre-sama, 1s it fine for me to ask 
one thing of you?” 


The youth immediately realized the request she had whispered 
at his chest. Sliding his left hand across Titta’s naked body, he 
touched her face, he brought his face close after telling her, 
“Here I come.” 


Their lips overlapped within the darkness, and both pressed 
their lips against each other many times over as if mutually 
exchanging their warmth. Once the umpteenth kiss came to an 
end, Titta dropped into Tigre’s chest once again. 


“Should we go back to sleep?” The youth asked tenderly. 


There was no hint of dawn breaking as of yet. Besides, even if 
not to the extent of Titta, whose body had been possessed by 
the goddess, Tigre also felt exhaustion weighing down on him. 


Titta nodded curtly, quietly extended her left hand, and placed 
it on top of Tigre’s right hand. Both naturally entangled their 
fingers, and then laid down on the bed while embracing each 
other. 


“Tf we are like this, it’s warm and slightly ticklish.” Titta 
joyfully rubbed her cheek against Tigre’s shoulder. She let her 
right hand glide on the youth’s chest as if hugging him from 
the side, and put her right leg atop the youth’s. Her thigh 
pressed against something. “Umm, Tigre-sama,” Titta lowered 
her voice while speaking up timidly, “I’m, umm, still fine, 
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SO... 


Without saying anything, Tigre grabbed her head, drew it to 
him, and forcibly stole her lips. 
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On the next day, Tigre told Elen and the others in the archive 
about last night’s events. By the way, he hadn’t brought Titta 
along on this occasion because he didn’t want to make her feel 
embarrassed. 


“Those are big results, Tigre!” It was Sofy who raised her 
voice in delight. 


Without minding the looks of Elen and Mila, she leaped at 
Tigre, and hugged him so tightly that the youth became 
flustered with his face bright red. 


“Please enlighten us as to how those would be big results, 
Sofy.” 

“T’m sure Tigre wants to hear about that as well, so get away 
from him, okay?” 


Elen and Mila, who had put on grim expressions within a blink 
of an eye, believed that the blond Vanadis might even go as far 
as kissing Tigre on the spur of the moment if they didn’t tear 
her off with brute force. Lim prepared a chair for the youth, 
and had him calm down by making him sit down there. 


“Well then, I’Il give a simple summary of what we know.” 
Sofy looked at Tigre and the others in turns while holding a 
bundle of parchments in both hands. 


Those parchments were a collection of all the things they had 
investigated up until yesterday. Of course Sofy had looked 
through all of it, and sorted it in her mind. 


“The objective of the demons is to remake the world. They’re 
trying to borrow Tir Na Fal’s power for that sake. We don’t 
know why they chose this goddess, but I suppose it’s because 
a part of Tir Na Fal is close to them, or maybe it’s owed to Tir 
Na Fal being the only goddess left in this world... If it’s that 
part, we can only guess. 


“That would mean they tried to abduct me...no, the one who 
can use the black bow to borrow Tir Na Fal’s powers. For the 
sake of getting in contact with Tir Na Fal through the black 
bow.” Tigre pulled a bitter face. 


If it was like that, he could understand why Vodyanoy and 
Torbalan referred to him as the "Bow, , and thus agreed 
with Sofy. 


“T think you’ re right. If you think of Torbalan and Baba Yaga, 
it doesn’t seem as if they follow the same intentions, but we 
can’t let our guard down.” 


“Wouldn’t that mean that they can’t use the bow, in such a 
case?” Lim tilted her head to the side in puzzlement. 
“According to what we have heard from Ludmila-sama, they 
also tried to abduct Lord Tigrevurmud, and didn’t just attempt 
stealing the black bow.” 


“I’m certain. At the very least Vodyanoy tried to take Tigre 
along.” Mila replied as she crossed her legs on her chair. 


“Tigre’s father never used the black bow, did he? Taking that 
into account, I wonder whether it’s not something unrelated to 
lineage and similar, but instead simply requires the bow’s 
abilities.” 


“Yeah, that’s definitely something I can agree on.” Elen 
consented while making her silver hair sway, and Lim and 
Sofy also nodded deeply. 


In this world there very likely wasn’t anyone besides Tigre 
who could use the bow. And the youth’s archery skills weren’t 
just based on his bodily gifts, but had been forged through 
daily combat during wars and hunts. 


“On the other hand, we’re Vanadis, and yet-—” Sofy 
narrowed her eyes, looking uncomfortable. A faint anger dwelt 
in her beryl eyes. “——we’ re treated as nuisances because 
we’re possessing powers allowing us to oppose them. It looks 
like it’s a safe bet to say that such battles between the Vanadis 
and the demons also took place in the past.” 


“In that case, I really would have liked them to have left us 
some records so that we would know about it.” Elen let a sigh 
escape while folding her arms. 


Mila shook her head, “Even if records were to actually exist, I 
don’t think that we would believe them. Usually you wouldn’t 
consider stories of having victoriously fought against demons 

as anything but fables to gain fame.” 


Sofy asked for Tigre’s opinion with her eyes. In response, the 
youth said to the four with a serious look, “What we should 
investigate next are their numbers and the location of their 
stronghold.” 


We will definitely bring them down. That was the firm 
resolution behind Tigre’s words as it echoed within the girls’ 
hearts like a powerful charm. All of them, be it Elen, Lim, 
Mila, or Sofy, looked at Tigre teeming with respect even as 
their lips formed smiles. Like generals revering their supreme 
commander on the battlefield. But then again, the bonds 
between the youth and the Vanadis were reared on the 
battlefield in the first place. 


“However, if you consider the demons’ names and their 
connection with Tir Na Fal, not just Brune, but our country 
could possibly hold some clues as well, no?” Lim carefully 
voiced out her opinion. 


Elen responded with a grim face, “It’s quite possible. The 
temple worshiping Baba Yaga was located in Lebus...” 


“Then we must properly look through the rest before going 
back to our country.” 


Sofy lifted her face, turning her eyes towards the bookshelves. 
At once Elen and Mila became visibly dejected. While it might 
be true that they felt the need, it wasn’t as though they were 
overflowing with will. 


It was just then that salvation for Elen and Mila arrived in the 
form of a person. The voice of Mashas Rodant asking whether 
it was fine for him to enter after knocking on the archive’s 
door could be heard from outside. Of course Tigre had no 
reason to turn him away. Walking over to the door himself, he 
opened it and showed the old Earl into the room. Seeing Elen 
and the others after entering the archives, Mashas’ face broke 
into a smile. 


“Ooh, all of you are here? Sorry for the abrupt visit, but I'd 
like to borrow a bit of your time.” 


Mashas was 57 years old. Silken clothes covered the short and 
stout body of the old earl with his impressive gray mustache 
and hair. Without any particular prefaces, he directly informed 
them about the decision to dispatch a delegation of envoys to 
Zhcted, and Tigre’s selection as chief delegate. Furthermore he 
said that Gerard and Gaspal, Mashas’ second son, would act as 
deputy delegates. 


“Tt looks like the investigation will take a few more days?” 


“Let’s see, I think it will be five or six days when adding some 
leeway.” Sofy replied while bending her head to the side in 
contemplation. 


“T guess you could call that perfect. Getting everything ready 
for the delegation will take us around that much time as well. 
By the way, what are you ladies going to do? It would be very 
welcome for us if we could have you accompany the 
delegation, but what do you think?” 


The dispatch of a delegation of envoys would take place to suit 
Brune’s convenience, and thus there was no reason for Elen 
and the others to go along with it. Accordingly, it was 
necessary to propose it in this way. 


“Hmm, Brune probably won’t experience any invasions from 
foreign countries for a while, so I assume we will go back as 
well.” Elen answered. 


With Mashas joining them, all six talked about the schedule 
for some time. When it came to the topic of taking the sea or 
land route, Mashas said as if having just remembered, “Which 
reminds me, did you know about the inauguration of a new 
Vanadis in Legnica?” 


He said it all too casually, but there wasn’t anyone not 
surprised by this piece of news. After Alexandra Alshavin, 
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nicknamed ‘Hidden Princess of the Luminous Flame, , 
passed away last year, Legnica had continuously remained 
without a new Vanadis. 


Elen looked back at Tigre with an apologetic look. If they 
were to head to Zhcted over land, they could drop in for a 
short visit at Alsace. However, Tigre shook his head. 


“Let’s go with the sea route. I’d like to also meet that new 
Vanadis.” 


He was naturally curious as to what kind of person she was, 
but there was another reason beyond that. If the exchange with 
Zhcted should deepen in the future, it would be imperative to 
meet the new lord of Legnica, a principality facing the sea, as 
quickly as possible. Besides, if she was someone open to 
reason, he wanted to discuss with her the battle against the 
demons, and ask for her cooperation. 


Mila and Sofy also agreed with using the sea route. The wish 
to meet the new lord of Legnica was the same for them as 
well. Elen nodded lightly to express her feelings of gratitude, 
and turned back to Mashas. 


“Lord Mashas, let’s please do it like that.” 


“Understood. I’d like you to leave the arrangement for a ship 
and the preparations of inns along the way to me.” 


After thanking Mashas, who had replied so while holding his 
head high, Sofy gently tapped Mila’s shoulder. 


“You did it, didn’t you?” She whispered with a voice that 
couldn’t be heard by anyone but the blue-haired Vanadis. 


Mila deliberately put on a sour look without replying anything 
to that. However, her cheeks turned faintly red. 


“That means I have to write a letter to Olmutz...,”’ was the 
only thing she finally muttered after a little while. 
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Damad was the sole Muozinel spending his days in Brune’s 
royal palace. He was twenty years old. As typical for 
Muozinel, he possessed a dark brown skin, a tall figure, 
slender nose and chin, and a fully trained body reminiscent of 
a black panther. He was a warrior deeply trusted by the Royal 
Prince Kureys of Muozinel, but after he was defeated by Elen 
in the previous battle, he had become a prisoner of war. 


Afterwards Damad’s custody was transferred to an unknown 
place, and right now he had become Tigre’s prisoner. Even 
though it was a very short period of time, the youth had 
cooperated with Damad in the past, and now that the war had 
ended, Tigre wasn’t in the mood to take his life any longer. 
The room assigned to Damad was a place that could be 
described as a makeshift guest room. Nothing but a table, 
chairs, and a bed could be found within the room of moderate 
size. There was just one window, and it was so small that he 
couldn’t even fit his head through it. Still, you might call it a 
first class suite when it came to prisoner treatment. 


Evening of that day, Tigre visited Damad in his room. While at 
it, Tigre brought in dinner for two, and lined it up on the table. 
Filling the table with various dishes such as carefully toasted 
bread with cheese and smoked meat in-between, bean soup 
using plenty of herbs, pickled cabbage and pork meat, grilled 
quail wrapped up in grapevine leaves, and stew with river fish, 
shrimps, and potatoes boiled in wine, aroma that whetted one’s 
appetite rose from the food alongside the steam of its hotness. 


As for beverages, they had wine, apple cider, and cold black 
tea. 


Although Damad’s face broke into a smile, he didn’t forget to 
make a request to Tigre. 


“I’m happy about the bountiful meal, but I’d be a lot more 
thankful if you were to bring up a talk about a job for me on 
this occasion.” 


As a prisoner, Damad had no means to become free except 
waiting for someone to pay the ransom for him, or earn a sum 
of money equal to the ransom with his own hands. 


Tigre answered joyfully, “I will soon go to Zhcted. Do you 
want to come with me? I will release you once I’m done with 
my business over there. I will also provide you with the travel 
expenses for the way until Muozinel.” 


“To even pay for my travel expenses, that would be quite 
generous of you. Let me hear the details.” Damad said while 
looking at Tigre with eyes full of suspicion. 


His expression clearly showed his belief that any story too 
good to be true always had some kind of catch to it. Without 
any particular wish to hide anything, Tigre told Damad about 
the objective of the delegation of envoys. The young Muozinel 
nodded, indicating his understanding. 


“So you’re saying you will show the strength of the alliance 
between Brune and Zhcted to me?” 


It's no wonder that he’s trusted by Kureys. He grasps things 
quickly. 


While smiling, Tigre replied with a somewhat serious look, 
“That’s a part of it as well, but if I’m not here, no one will take 
care of you.” 


“Okay, now that’d be really scary...” 


Right now Brunians still harbored deep hatred and anger 
toward Muozinel. It was even possible that a short-tempered 
person would beat up Damad for him just entering their sight. 
If he focused on the capital, Tigre could find as much work as 
he wanted, but Damad’s origin was the reason why Tigre 


wouldn’t be able to give him any decent work. Damad’s safety 
was guaranteed exactly because he was Tigre’s prisoner. 


The two poured wine into the respective other’s porcelain cup, 
and began to eat. The bread combined with the properly 
melted cheese and the smoked meat brought out the flavor of 
all three. The soup had a simple taste, but it washed away the 
oiliness of the pork meat and the quail. And the flavor of river 
fish and potato had deeply permeated the wine stew. 


“Compared to the meals in my country, the taste is somewhat 
bland, or rather, it feels elegant, but considering that it’s 
Brune’s flavoring, it’s not bad at all. However, is it okay for 
you to eat together with me?” Damad looked at Tigre while 
stuffing his cheeks with the quail. “You probably raised quite a 
bit in rank due to the previous battles. Aren’t you busy dining 
with the big shots?” 


“Right now everyone’s busy dealing with the aftermath of the 
war. Besides, it’s become my job to babysit you, right? I’ve 
got to check on you at least from time to time.” 


Once Tigre answered in a joke, Damad laughed, looking like 
he wanted to tell Tigre to mind his own business. They chatted 
about silly stuff while chewing on bread, putting meat and fish 
into their mouths, and rinsing it all down with wine and apple 
cider. Seeing how they were born in different countries, both 
had different environments in which they grew up. There were 
a plethora of topics available to them. Both being only two 
years apart in age was also fresh for Tigre. Moreover, not 
having to take human relations and etiquette into account, and 
not getting blamed for somewhat bad eating manners with the 
other party being Damad was a nice change of pace for the 
rural noble Tigre. 


Their topic shifted to the current situation of Muozinel. Tigre 
himself was curious about it as well, but he had been told by 
Prime Minister Badouin that he wanted to hear about the 
internal state from a Muozinel, no matter how trivial a detail it 
might be. Damad didn’t hide anything in particular either. 


“His Majesty the King had several children. It was four, I 
think? Anyway, all of them are young. Even the first prince 1s 


still twelve years old. Due to that, the prime minister relied on 
His Highness the royal prince.” 


“In short, you’re saying Muozinel won’t be able to avoid 
chaos?” 


“I’m pretty sure no one had expected for His Majesty to pass 
away so early. Each of the king’s children has influential 
nobles and powerful families backing it as guardians. There 
ain’t no way for those guys to remain silent. It’s set in stone 
that other groups will make moves left and right as well.” 


“After all Kureys would likely come out victorious if it were 
to turn into a civil war, huh?” Tigre’s tone was somewhat stiff. 


Damad laughed while rolling his eyes, “There’s no way for me 
to know about something that far in the future, is there? 
Though, I personally feel that I'd want His Highness to win in 
such a case.” 


“Still, if I listen to you, people who could oppose Sir 
Kureys...” 


“There’s you.” Damad pointed his spoon, which had the soup’s 
grease clinging to it, at Tigre. “It’s not unrealistic for someone 
of the nobility or powerful families to ask for help from a 
foreign country. Even you somehow managed to defeat the 
dukes after borrowing Zhcted’s power, right? There might be 
some guy who'd pile up riches and beauties in front of you to 
get you to fight His Highness.” 


Tigre stared at the black-haired Muozinel with his mouth 
gaping-wide open. 


That was a blind spot. Such a possibility is certainly thinkable. 


Damad continued while revealing an evil smile, “In reverse, 
it’s also possible that someone would attack Brune or Zhcted. 
Raising achievements is the quickest way to get the upper 
hand over the competitors.” 


“No matter who moves how, it’s definitely something I’d like 
to be concluded within Muozinel.” Tigre shrugged his 
shoulders in an exaggerated manner. 


He could have placed a distraction by using a joke, but those 
were words coming out from the bottom of his heart. They 
went on with idle chatter for a while afterwards, and then 
Tigre tried to confront Damad with something he had suddenly 
come up with. 


“By the way, if you were told to become king, what would you 
do?” 


“Td go for it.” 


Tigre looked at Damad, who had answered immediately, with 
eyes filled with a mix of surprise and admiration. 


“Even if it’s just a hypothetical story, you’re quite confident 
there, aren’t you?” 


“T mean, king is probably first on the list of things I can’t 
become no matter how much I want it. But if I could, I’d do it 
right away.” 


“You won’t try to consider whether you’re suited for it or 
such?” 


“You’ve got retainers for those things, don’t you? Kinda like 
Shahryar.”” Damad answered with a look as if saying that it 
was pretty obvious. 


Tigre titled his head to the side at the name he hadn’t heard 
before. Due to that reaction, the young Muozinel frowned, but 
immediately nodded in understanding. 


“T suppose you don’t know Shahryar. It’s a famous tale in my 
country, though.” 


Damad gave a simple explanation. It was a story handed down 
since old times in Muozinel. 


Once upon a time, there was a prince called Shahryar. He was 
a prince branded as ‘Careless; and ! Frivolous, , but as he 
had some good parts to him, he was loved by many people. 
The reign of his father, the king, was firm like a rock thanks to 
the support of his loyal and capable prime minister. Eventually 
the king passed away, and Shahryar’s time to ascend the 
throne came. However, Shahryar entrusted the governing of 
the land to the prime minister, and went on a journey to search 


for a woman who would become his queen. Shahryar was 
attacked by bandits, monsters, and assassins on his journey, 
but each time he was saved by remarkable warriors or 
resourceful swordsmen. Shahryar persuaded them to serve 
him, wrote introductory letters to the prime minister, and sent 
them to the capital one by one while continuing his journey. 
Before long he met a beauty, took her back home to the 
capital, and made her his queen. The queen wasn’t just 
beautiful and of a good nature, but far smarter than Shahryar. 
Shahryar himself was regarded as | Careless; and 

Frivolous to the end of his life, but it’s said that he built a 
peaceful era with the support of the prime minister, his queen, 
and the loyal retainers he had discovered himself. 


“That’s what I mean. If you gather excellent subordinates, 
you’ ll somehow manage. This story of Shahryar is pretty 
popular in Muozinel.” 


——l see: 
It was a fresh way of thinking for Tigre. 


Regin said it as well, didnt she? That shes running the 
government while being supported by many people. 


There was no doubt about the existence of things which only 
the king could shoulder. However, if they decided that Tigre’s 
actions were in the interest of the country and its people, 
others besides Mashas, Augre, and Olivier should appear with 
the wish to support the youth. 


OOo 


Several days before departing the capital Tigre was called over 
by Prime Minister Badouin. 


“We want to hold a farewell party for you and the delegation.” 
Badouin informed Tigre in his office after they finished their 
greetings. He also added that Tigre should keep his schedule 
open for the evening before his departure. “It’s planned to use 
one of the royal palace’s rooms as a venue. There’s no need for 


you to fuss over your attires. I have already notified Lord 
Gaspal and Lord Gerard.” 


And then, on the day before the delegation’s departure from 
the capital, Tigre, Gaspal, and Gerard headed to the room they 
were told about in advance. 


“Ts your body okay by now, brother?” Tigre asked Gaspal on 
his left while walking through the royal palace’s corridor. 


Gaspal was 22 years old. He possessed black hair, which had a 
tinge of gray, and black eyes. He was a man endowed with a 
well-built body. He suffered a serious injury in the war against 
Muozinel, but now he had already recovered so far that he 
could walk around while laughing. 


‘As you can see. Rather, I laid around so much that my body 
actually grew dull.” Gaspal laughed openly while hitting his 
own arm. 


Gerard, who was walking to Tigre’s right, cast a sidelong 
glance at Gaspal’s condition, and asked with a sarcastic 
undertone, “It’s wonderful that you’re brimming with 
motivation and all, but is it really okay? The destination is 
Zhcted’s capital, Silesia. It’s not like we’ll be able to go there 
and return within ten days.” 


Gerard was a thin-looking man, possessing bronze eyes, and 
quirky, dark brown hair. He had been using his excelling 
abilities of crunching numbers, and managing provisions and 
materials to support Tigre. 


“T have asked His Excellency the Prime Minister about the 
general schedule. We don’t have any urgent plans, so I believe 
it’s a good opportunity to visit Zhcted.” 


Gerard shrugged his shoulders and grinned at Gaspal, who had 
replied to him with a deadly serious look. 


“You just found a lover, didn’t you? It’s the girl who has been 
nursing you after your injury, no?” 


“Where did you hear that?” 


Gaspal looked at Gerard with a shocked expression. Tigre also 
turned a surprised look in Gaspal’s direction. Gerard’s 


shoulder trembled as he was obviously holding back his 
laughter. 


“T have heard stories about you walking along the streets with 
a young woman on several occasions, you know?” 


The young noble with the black hair groaned lowly without 
denying it. After congratulating Gaspal, Tigre looked up at 
him with an anxious look. Noticing that, Gaspal hit the youth’s 
shoulder while laughing. 


“This is a private matter. If she were to stop loving me until I 
come back, it would just mean that she wasn’t the right one for 
me. It’s nothing you’ve got to worry about.” 


“Understood. But, please don’t become too enthusiastic in 
your attempt to bring her back nice tales of your travels, 
okay?” 


“Since he’ll be able to get her to nurse him again as long as he 
manages to return sound in wind and limb, I’m sure it’ll be 
alright.” 


Tigre burst out into laughter against his better judgment upon 
Gerard’s dispassionate retort. 


While holding such a conversation, the three arrived at their 
destination. It appeared to be one of the guest rooms, but one 
on the smaller side. A huge carpet was laid out on the floor, 
and there were neither tables nor chairs to be found within. 
The light of the silver-made chandelier hanging down from the 
ceiling illuminated even the corners of the room. The windows 
had been decorated with many tapestries very likely using 
harvests as motifs. 


Badouin was already in the room. And not just him. Mashas 
and Viscount Augre were with him as well. The three of them 
were sitting on the carpet. A dozen wine bottles, silver cups 
for everyone, and plates carrying cheese, dried meat, and 
similar were placed around them. 


“I’m glad to see that you made your way here.” 


Badouin didn’t wear his usual, gray official attire, but plain 
hemp clothes. It was the same for Mashas and Augre. It was a 
declaration that they weren’t here in their functions as prime 


minister and leading authorities of the kingdom, but as friends. 
Even sitting on the carpet without providing any tables or 
chairs might follow the same intention. The three young men 
around Tigre responded to their seniors with polite greetings. 


Waiting for Tigre and the other two to sit down on the carpet, 
Augre poured wine in the cups and passed them around. Once 
Badouin had ascertained that everyone held a cup, he made a 
toast. 


“Well then, we’re praying for a safe journey of Tigrevurmud 
Vorn, Gaspal Rodant, and Gerard Augre.” 


Matching with Badouin’s words, the five men hoisted up their 
cups. 


“When I had heard about a farewell party, I had 
unintentionally expected something grandiose.” Gerard said 
with a relieved expression. 


Gaspal nodded at that, “From your mouth to the gods’ ears. 
Parties got to be enjoyable, seeing how rarely we do them. It’s 
no good to get stiff shoulders in their process.” 


At first the six men chatted with each other all over the place, 
but gradually the talks between parents and child took the lead. 
Gerard and Augre, as well as Gaspal and Mashas. It might be 
only reasonable since they would depart on a long journey 
tomorrow. 


However, once such pairs had formed, it inevitably resulted in 
Tigre taking on Badouin as conversation partner. The cat- 
faced, old prime minister was a lot more frugal with words 
than Mashas and Augre. Tigre tried to bring up various topics, 
but his responses were lacking. 


—With things like this, it might be just fine for both of us to 
silently drink our wine. 


Just when Tigre assessed so, Badouin suddenly spoke up. 
“T heard Her Highness confessed her feelings to you?” 


Tigre spontaneously stared at Badouin. Since the marriage of 
royalty was a serious matter for a country, 1t was correct to 
have informed Badouin of it. However, for Tigre there was no 


topic more awkward than this. Badouin didn’t try to pressure 
the youth who blatantly attempted to stall for time by 
remaining silent. 


“Normally, things like this would follow a lot more elaborate 
planning. For example, ascertaining your will by Mashas and 
me probing the relationship between Her Highness and you... 
However, since Her Highness strongly insisted that she wanted 
to tell you her feelings in person, we decided to leave the 
decision to you.” 


Seeing as he used the name Mashas and not Earl Rodant, Tigre 
could perceive Badouin’s intention that this was ultimately 
private talk. Tigre didn’t know how he should answer, and 
while stirring his apple cider, he honestly stated his thoughts 
by answering, “I was surprised. Your Excellency, what are 
your thoughts about Her Highness trying to take me as 
husband?” 


“You can keep it to Badouin or Pierre on this occasion.” 
Badouin said and threw a piece of cheese inside his mouth. 
Even his way of chewing was just like that of a cat. 


“You have plenty of ability. You’re also loved by Her 
Highness. In addition, you’re young. Your youth means that 
you will be able to implement things that might take ten or 
twenty years, and still ascertain with your own eyes how they 
turned out. Taking that into consideration, there’s probably no 
one more suited than you.” 


At this point, Badouin formed a strange smile while letting 
both corners of his lips hang. 


“Up to this point would be something I could even say on any 
official occasion. If I were to give you an unofficial reason, I 
guess you could describe it as me supporting you since I'd like 
Regin-sama to keep smiling.” 


caaay | Conran 


Tigre reflexively blinked several times as he looked at 
Badouin. That was indeed unexpected as a statement of a man 
who was doubted to ever smile in public places. 


Badouin continued his words while sipping the very thick 
mead, “Her Highness having become aware of you dates back 
to eight years ago. She said you treated her to a bird, which 
you had just taken down at the hunting grounds of Vincennes.” 


Tigre revealed a cramped smile. It was a story of the time 
when Regin was brought up as Prince Regnas. For the youth it 
remained in his memory as severe failure. Badouin quickly 
emptied his cup, and poured new wine into it. 


“For you the events of that time have probably been no more 
than treating the prince to a bird. However, for Her Highness it 
was an event where she was treated by a boy whom she had 
hardly ever seen. That doesn’t mean that she’s been in love 
with you since then, but it was apparently an event that left a 
lasting impression she couldn’t forget.” 


Badouin took his eyes off Tigre, and exhaled a breath tinged 
with alcohol while looking into the far distance. 


“There was a time when His Majesty Faron had considered 
inviting you to the royal palace. Because Her Highness 
couldn’t forget about you, we deeply hoped that you would be 
able to support Her Highness even while knowing her secret, 
depending on your growth and character. Since Lord Urs 
unfortunately passed away around that time, this idea came to 
nothing. Her Highness was devastated.” 


If it was the son of landed nobility, it was possible to invite 
them to the royal palace under the pretext of him accumulating 
experience. However, if it came to the feudal lord himself, that 
wouldn’t work. Not to mention that Tigre had just succeeded 
the Vorn House and Alsace. 


“You rescued Her Highness many times over afterwards. And 
in addition to that, with miraculous efforts any normal person 
would consider impossible. And yet you never tried to demand 
anything from Her Highness. It’s only understandable that Her 
Highness fell in love with you, as a normal girl, and even as a 
ruler... No, considering the workings of human emotions, 
don’t you believe it to be very reasonable?” 


Around the latter half of his remark, Badouin turned around, 
directly facing Tigre, but he had completely glazed eyes. He 


gave off a presence as if he would jump at Tigre if he 
attempted to voice even the slightest denial here. Tigre nodded 
silently while drinking from his cup, and Badouin shifted the 
topic. It wasn’t that he changed it. 


“You need some time. It looks like that’s what you told Her 
Highness. From here on it’s based on rumors, but I hear that 
you have a lover.” 


Badouin pulled two and then three empty wine bottles to 
himself. Him looking at them as if evaluating the bottles as 
weapons probably wasn’t just Tigre’s imagination. While 
paying attention to the hands of elderly prime minister, Tigre 
answered that he had two lovers. He told him that one was 
Titta and that he couldn’t reveal the other one. Badouin didn’t 
show any particular reaction when he was told about there 
being two, but he pulled a sullen face at Tigre remaining silent 
about the background of one lover. 


“Ts she a criminal? Or is she working in a profession that 
would make anyone, who heard about it, frown?” 


Tigre shook his head. 


Now that he mentions it, those would be the cases where you'd 
feel like hiding their identity. 


Badouin showed a dumbfounded face, and said to Tigre, “Let 
me give you one advice, if you are ever asked something like 
this, it’s fine keep it at a vague nod. The answer will become 

apparent by crossing out the choices. Assuming my previous 

options don’t apply, it’s possible to guess that it’s a lady who 

can’t go public about her relationship with someone like you 

while in a suitable social position, or because she’s holding a 

suitable position.” 


At that time Tigre had wine in his mouth, but he almost spit it 
out. He deeply regretted. 


He’; right. It wouldn t be odd to arrive at Elen by eliminating 
other options through questions. 


“Ts there any possibility that Her Highness’ feelings will reach 
you?” 


Being confronted with a new question, Tigre seriously looked 
at Badouin, “I thought that I couldn’t turn her down?” 


“Td like you to think of it like that. Officially, neither you nor 
Her Highness have settled on a partner. If you turned her down 
in this situation, it would emotionally scar Her Highness. Our 
neighboring countries would likely jump in joy if it seemed 
like there was a crack in her relationship with you. 
—However,” Badouin lowered his eyes at the patterns on the 
carpet, “it’s preposterous of me to tell you, but if there are 
issues after the marriage, that in itself will be troubling as well. 
Even if you won’t love Her Highness, I’d like to request from 
you to at least not wreck the marital relationship.” 


“T don’t dislike Her Highness.” Tigre said. “I can’t tell you 
anything besides that for now. I believe that I don’t want to 
make Her Highness unhappy, but I have no intention to break 
up with my two lovers.” 


“Since a while ago now, you’ve been only talking very 
formally, haven’t you?” Suddenly Mashas interrupted their 
talk from the side. 


His face was red, and his breath teemed with alcohol. Seeing 
how Gaspal was smiling wryly, he must have apparently 
drunken quite a bit. But then again, Tigre knew that Mashas 
wouldn’t get drunk from this much. 


Probably because Mashas’ voice was surprisingly loud, Augre 
and Gerard looked this way, too. Badouin spoke up without 
changing his expression, “Come to think of it, there’s one 
thing I'd like everyone present here to keep in mind.” 


The eyes of the five men gathered on Badouin, wondering 
what he had suddenly started to talk about. Tigre fixedly stared 
at the elderly prime minister, too. 


Lumiere 


“It’s about the title of Knight of the Moonlight bestowed upon 
Lord Vorn by His Majesty, the late King Faron. There’s only 
one person who was awarded with that title in the past.” 


“Hoh,” Mashas raised his voice. 


Badouin continued, “That person — later became the king.” 


Without regards to the five others looking flabbergasted, 
Badouin drank his wine as if nothing had happened. Even 
though the five others were also drunk, it wasn’t to the extent 
that they would ignore the prime minister’s remark just now. 
Badouin’s words carried the following meaning: King Faron 
had identified Tigre to be suitable as king of the next era, and 
bestowed that title upon him to help him in the distant future. 


It might be a postscript. But, Faron, who had granted him that 
title, wasn’t of this world anymore. And, if you excluded 
blood relationships, it also wasn’t a traditional custom 
powerful enough to say that Tigre had been acknowledged by 
the late king. 


“There’s probably no one who knows of this in the first place. 
Even Her Highness, the Princess isn’t aware of this. You might 
consider it as only those being present here knowing of this 
fact.” 


“In other words, that means Lord Tigrevurmud is going to 
become the king, huh?” 


Augre cynically retorted at Gerard, whose eyes were 
sparkling, while shaking his wine cup, “Son, it’s fine to be 
expectant of your comrade-in-arms, but...make sure to never 
tell me to lay down my life as a shield for the sake of a youth, 
who might become king in the future, when push comes to 
shove, okay?” 


Gaspal laughed at the exchange between the viscount and his 
son, and then lightly hit Tigre’s back. 


“That’s an auspicious matter, I’d say. Well, it’s not set in stone 
that you must follow in the steps of your great predecessor, 
though.” 


One half of his remark might have come from Gaspal seeing 
the youth’s expression. Tigre expressed his gratitude by 
lowering his head lightly. Gerard being delighted for him, and 
Augre and Gaspal being considerate of him, he was thankful 
for either. 


Holding a beer bottle in the right hand and a cup in the left, 
Mashas sat down next to Tigre. While pouring beer in Tigre’s 


cup, the old earl asked in a casual manner, “Didn’t you have 
no intention to become king?” 


“That’s right, but for a number of reasons, I decided to try 
considering it.” Tigre replied. 


Mashas fixedly peeked into Tigre’s face. Seemingly satisfied, 
he started to laugh with his beard trembling, and poured beer 
into his own cup. 


“It doesn’t sound like you’re thinking about it since you’ve 
accepted it as an inevitable fate, I suppose. If you decided on it 
out of your own will, I don’t mind. There’s just one thing I’m 
going to tell you.” Mashas put on a serious expression, 
focusing his black eyes on the youth. ““—-Don’t make the 
women sad.” 


Although Tigre widened his eyes for an instant, he nodded at 
Mashas with a seriousness that didn’t lose out to his. Both 
smiled broadly, and lightly clinked their cups. 


Chapter 3 — Darkness Above 
and Beneath the Surface 


When the night was driven away by dawn after the farewell 
party, a delegation of fifty people with Tigre as chief delegate 
departed the capital. By the way, it was decided for Titta to 
come along as Tigre’s personal attendant, and although he 
wasn’t included in the delegation, Damad was treated as his 
official attendant. 


“Ts that alright with you?” 


Gerard and others openly frowned at the treatment of Damad, 
but Gaspal said, “I don’t care,” without showing any signs that 
he actually minded it. 


It wasn’t as though Gaspal didn’t harbor his own sentiments 
towards Damad as someone who suffered severe injuries in the 
war against Muozinel. But, he comprehended Tigre’s 
intention. Moreover, he believed that he had to make up his 
inability to be useful in the previous war by helping out his 
friend whom he regarded as a little brother. 


“However, won’t it have a bad influence on Lord 
Tigrevurmud’s reputation if he’s too close to a Muozinel?” 


“T can’t believe that something of such a level would worsen 
Tigre’s...Lord Tigrevurmud’s standing, but even if that were 
to be the case, it’d be our duty as his deputy delegates to 
handle it in some way, right?” 


It was called a delegation, but most of its members were 
soldiers. Their duty was to protect the gifts split up across ten 
two-horse carriages. The few civil officials were Gerard’s 
subordinates, and had the task to keep the gifts’ numbers and 
states in check. 


In the morning of that day, Regin extended words of farewell 
to Tigre, Gerard, and Gaspal in the audience hall. 


“T’m looking forward to your achievements. It will be a long 
journey so soon after the war has ended. Please take care of 
yourself.” 


“Your Highness, please be at ease and leave it to us. We will 
definitely bring back a positive reply from His Majesty 
Viktor.” Tigre answered, representing all three. 


Regin looked at Tigre with eyes that had a faint trace of 
passion for around three breaths, but she didn’t say anything 
else. Next she extended words of gratitude towards the three 
Vanadis around Elen. 


“Without your cooperation, our country might not have seen 
this day. We would like to further maintain a relationship 
where we can call each other friends, sharing peace and 
victories.” 


“We shall pass on Your Highness’ appreciated message to His 
Majesty word by word. I have also grown fond of this land. 
Next time, when visiting this royal palace again, I would like 
to come as emissary of peace and friendship, wearing 
something a bit more charming and elegant than a battle 
attire.” In this group, Elen answered as representative of the 
three Vanadis. 


When Elen’s speech reached its latter half, Mila reflexively 
broke out into a grin, but immediately pulled herself together 
after being lightly tapped on the shoulder by Sofy. 


Regin had listened to Elen’s words wearing a gentle smile, but 
just for a very short moment, she stared at Elen’s face with a 
suspicious look as if she might have felt something like a tinge 
of discomfort. Only Elen, who was right in front of her, 
perceived that change. Even if Regin had realized that Elen 
was hiding it from her surroundings, she didn’t reveal it on her 
face in the slightest. She immediately expressed her sympathy 
towards Elen with a smile. The silver-haired Vanadis left the 
audience hall while feeling a strange uneasiness. 


OOo 


After sending off the delegation, Regin wrapped up the 
governmental affairs and returned to her office. When she had 
spent around one koku with a peaceful rest, Prime Minister 
Badouin showed up with a pile of documents. All of them 
required Regin’s approval. While receiving the documents 
from him, Regin directly confronted the cat-faced, old prime 
minister with the anxiety that had been lurking in her heart for 
a while now. 


“T don’t believe it likely, but Tigre... Lord Tigrevurmud not 
coming back anymore is impossible, right?” 


After Badouin stared at the princess with round eyes like a 
surprised cat, he showed a smile as if to give her a peace of 
mind, and slowly shook his head. 


“Did you have a bad dream, Your Highness? About something 
like him not coming back anymore.” 


“Tt’s not like that...” 


Regin’s reply was evasive. It was just something you could 
call a vague feeling. 


Unusual considering that it was him, Badouin said with an 
encouraging tone, “He will definitely come back. In the first 
place, he’s just going to a friendly nation as emissary and then 
coming back. I’m sure that King Victor will take his feelings 
into consideration as well.” 


Regin nodded her head, and returned to her governmental 
duties. What she could do for Tigre now was to steadily 
restore and stabilize this country. 


© 


Several days had passed since the delegation left the Royal 
Capital Nice. They headed north along the main road, and took 
rests in towns when the sun went down. As soon as dawn 


broke, they would leave the towns, and advance on the road 
again. As they didn’t encounter any bandits either, their 
journey was proceeding very favorably. 


The inns had been arranged by Mashas in advance. Whenever 
they arrived at a town, the town mayor came out to greet 
Tigre’s party, and guided them to their inn. Even in the current 
town, an inn of especially good quality had been entirely 
booked for the delegation. Outside the inn, people to take care 
of their horses, people to wash their clothes for the next day, 
and people to help them with changing their clothes awaited 
Tigre and company standing in rows. 


Tigre was a hero, representing the kingdom, and Elen’s group 
were important guests of honor. Considering that, 1t would be 
fine to even call this a meager reception. When Mashas carried 
out the arrangements in advance, there were even talks about 
making them welcome by putting the whole town to their 
disposal. Since neither Tigre nor Elen wished for that, it was 
settled with something of this level. 


The town Tigre was visiting today was called Dourdan. 
Located in the south of Lutecia, it was governed by a 
subordinate of Duke Ganelon in the past. The current mayor 
had been dispatched by Regin. Such measures had been 
adopted for almost all towns and cities located in Lutecia, not 
just Dourdan. Those, who had obeyed Ganellon, were 
altogether punished or exiled. 


Tigre, who had been led to the inn, was doing maintenance on 
his black bow in his own room. In the cities and towns they 
had visited so far, he had been dining with the governors and 
the influential people without any time to calm down at the 
inns, but in Dourdan this was scheduled to take place 
tomorrow morning. Hence, Tigre had nothing else he ought to 
do. 


If you were to ask why, it was owed to Gaspal, who was 
awfully motivated, doing almost everything in place of the 
youth. The control of the goods, and the finer inspections were 
single-handedly taken care of by Gerard. Tigre trusted them, 
and thus left these matters completely in their hands. 


For this reason, Tigre could fully devote himself to carefully 
doing the black bow’s maintenance for the first time in a 
while. Outside it had become dark as the sun was about to 
completely sink down beyond the horizon, but this room had a 
bronze chandelier hanging from the ceiling. As a dozen 
candles illuminated the room, it was plenty bright in here. 


This black bow was a weapon related to Tir Na Fal, the 
Goddess of Night, Darkness, and Death. Considering that, it 
was possible to think that it might not require any 
maintenance. However, Tigre made sure to not miss tending to 
it whenever it was practicable. It wasn’t only because you 
could call it an heirloom of the Vorn House, or an old habit. 
Aside from his feelings towards Tir Na Fal, Tigre felt grateful 
towards the black bow. 


I wonder how many times I’ve been saved by this bow? 


Finishing the maintenance, he leaned the bow against the wall 
near his bed. Then Tigre stretched his body lightly. 


—Hmm, I guess I'll head over to either Elen’s or Tittas 
place. 


Elen’s room was on the right, next to Tigre’s, and Titta’s on 
the left. Because the soldiers were watching while they were 
on the road, he didn’t talk with Elen much. As for Titta, it 
applied all the more since she had been inside a carriage. Right 
now the soldiers had gone out into town. The only ones 
staying in this inn were Mila, Lim, and Sofy besides the three. 
Since they knew about Tigre’s relationships with Elen and 
Titta, there would be no problem. Just when Tigre resolved 
himself to go to Titta’s room first, there was a knock on his 
door. 


“T wonder if I may take up some of your time,” he heard 
Sofy’s voice asking. 


When Tigre gave his affirmation, Sofy entered the room, with 
Mila in tow. 


“What’s wrong for both of you to come here?” Tigre asked. 


Sofy smiled at him while making her gently wavy, blond hair 
sway. Whenever she pulled off such gestures, it had a charm 


that seemed to fascinate the youth against his better judgment. 


“Tt’s not like we have any business in particular. We just 
dropped by for a visit.” 


Tigre smiled wryly, and offered chairs to the two Vanadis. 
However, Sofy slipped past Tigre’s side, and sat down on his 
bed. She hit her hand on the sheet, next to her, as if telling him 
to sit down there. 


As Tigre was bewildered, Mila said, “Isn’t it fine every once in 
a while?” with a voice that sounded somewhat annoyed. 


While unable to grasp their intention, Tigre walked over to his 
bed, and sat down next to Sofy. Thereupon, Mila sat down on 
the other side of Tigre, as if to sandwich him in with Sofy. 


Becoming restless, Tigre let his eyes wander to the left and 
right. Sofy wore her usual, gentle smile. Mila had a slightly 
sullen expression. Both of them were staring at Tigre. When 
he was wondering whether he should talk about something, 
Sofy spoke up first. 


“How are things going with Elen and Titta these days?” 


Tigre became flustered due to the point-blank question, and his 
cheeks dyed red. 


““H-How, you ask?” 


“I’m asking whether things are going well between you. I 
wonder whether you’re arguing, whether you’re making them 
sad by carelessly saying things better left unsaid, or whether 
you make them angry.” 


By the way, Sofy had heard from Mashas that Titta had 
become Tigre’s lover. The old earl didn’t have any intention to 
spread rumors about their relationship, but he didn’t feel any 
need to hide it either. And Mila was told by Sofy. 


“That is, I think we’re doing fine...” 


Tigre’s voice lacked confidence as he replied. Next, Mila 
tossed a question at him, “Have you come up with some kind 
of method to marry a Vanadis or something?” 


“No, I’m still groping in the dark on that front.” Tigre shook 
his head. 


He believed that the excuse of him having many other things 
to think about and do wouldn’t cut it. Mila sighed in an 
unnatural manner. 


“Do you possibly have no interest in thinking about it 
seriously? I wonder, are you waiting for Eleonora to break up 
with you because she couldn’t stand it?” 


As expected, Tigre got angry at her, but he immediately 
reconsidered. His current situation was such that it was 
inevitable for a third party to regard it like that. 


Just how many days have passed since the day I told Elen for 
the first time that I would handle it somehow? Summer is 
already about to come to an end. 


Watching Tigre remain silent, Mila put on a disappointed 
expression. It was no mistake to say that around half of the 
feelings she harbored within her heart were those of 
condemning herself. 


“You see, this is no more than a legend, but...” 


As if it was something trivial, Mila continued to speak. What 


she brought up was a story about Foumar, a person from the 
Nordmabal 


past who held the nickname ‘Northern Sea Baron, . Tigre’s 
expression turned into one of admiration upon hearing the tale 
of Foumar serving three countries and being awarded land and 
peerage by each. 


Mila said, “For example, if you became a noble of Zhcted 
through some kind of method...I think even a title like Knight 
of the Moonlight would work...but if something like that were 
to be granted to you, I believe it would also open up a 
possibility for your relationship with Eleonora.” 


“T see... I hadn’t really considered that option.” 
“Normally you wouldn’t.” 


Mila said, but for Tigre it was a useful legend. 


I’m trying to do something outside the norm. So I probably 
tried to believe that it might not suit my personality. 


“At any rate, why are you telling me about this, Mila?” 


“Because I felt like it,” Mila averted her face. “I was just 
slightly curious whether Vanadis could marry important people 
of other countries. I thought that our path could change 
depending on that.” 


The youth consented in his mind. If Tigre and Elen overcame 
the obstacles standing in the way between the two, it might 
result in showing a new path to the other Vanadis. 


“Thanks. I don’t know whether I will be able to make use of it, 
but I will try doing my best.” 


“——By the way, Tigre.” 


Seemingly having assessed that Mila’s talk had reached a 
stopping point, Sofy called out to him. Tigre turned his head in 
her direction with a confused expression. The blond Vanadis 
had drawn so close to him that their clothes were touching 
each other. 


“Sofy... Umm, aren’t you kinda very close?” 
“Really?” The Vanadis inclined her head to the side. 


Tigre looked back at Mila as if looking for her agreement, but 
the blue-haired Vanadis had also shortened the distance 
without him noticing. 


“This much shouldn’t be a problem, right? It’s just so that we 
can talk easier.” Mila said as if holding a monologue while 
facing away from Tigre so as to not meet his eyes. 


Feeling how their body heat was transmitted to him, Tigre felt 
nervous for no reason. 





As he was wavering in his decision whether he should get 
away from the bed, Sofy bluntly confronted him with a 
question with an attitude as if if was not worthy of mention, “I 
wanted to ask you about this for a while now, but why did you 
turn Titta into your lover?” 


Tigre was at a loss how to answer. It was difficult to imagine 
for him that he would be able to get them to understand by 
telling them about it. Sofy moved her eyebrows, narrowing her 
eyes, and brought her body even closer to Tigre. With very 
natural motions, she twined her arm around his right arm. 


“Nope. I won’t let you go until you give me a proper answer.” 


While saying so with a tone similar to an adult chiding a child, 
Sofy showed a bewitching smile, and pressed her abundant 
chest, which was covered by her silk garment, against his right 
arm. Her breasts changing their shape under the pressure, her 
rich cleavage, and her white skin fully jumped into his visual 
field as her breast’s soft touch was transmitted through his 
arm. Tigre turned his face towards the other side in a panic. 


Over here, Mila was pinching the sleeve of the youth’s clothes, 
obviously not wanting to separate, while blushing in 
embarrassment. It seemed as though she didn’t intend to allow 
Tigre to get away either. 


“Tell us, Tigre,” Sofy asked him with a calm voice, “I wonder 
what are you feeling about Elen?” 


“Of course I cherish Elen.” Because these were his feelings 
without any exaggeration, he could openly answer without any 
delays. However, he still hadn’t answered the previous 
question. Making up his resolve to be scorned and looked 
down upon, Tigre continued, “But, I want Titta to also be at 
my side. Not as a maid as she had been so far. I’m aware that 
it’s not integer, but...” 


When he had said it up to this point, a chuckle slipped out of 
Sofy’s mouth. 


“We don’t have any intention to blame you for it. It isn’t rare 
for landed nobility to possess concubines. However, right now 
you’re treating Elen and Titta as concubines, aren’t you? Is 
that because there’s someone you want to take as a wife?” 


“No, that’s not it.” 


Finally grasping the aim behind her questions, Tigre felt 
relieved. He was still bothered by her face being close and her 


breast being pressed against his arm, but after calming down, 
he was able to give her the answer she desired. 


“It’s just that the shape of our relationships haven’t been 
decided yet. And there’s also the reason that we can’t even 
make it public.” 


“The shape of your relationships hasn’t been decided, eh...?” 


It was Mila who snorted while looking bored. Just when Tigre 
was about to explain it to her, the door to the hallway was 
suddenly thrown open, and a single girl entered the room. She 
was holding a bottle in her hand. 


“Tigre, I got my hands on a good apple cider. Let’s dri——” 


It was Elen. The moment she took one step into the room, her 
movements froze. Interrupting her words, she glared at Tigre 
and the two Vanadis. 


“Aren’t you two awfully close to him? I don’t believe that it’s 
that cold yet.” 


Her voice was flat, containing no emotions. Tigre was about to 
speak up in order to appease his lover’s anger, but Mila 
provoked Elen before he could. 


“Do you have any qualifications to raise any complaints as a 
concubine?” 


“What...?” 


With Elen becoming her opponent, Mila had apparently 
regained her usual spunk to some extent. She took her eyes off 
the silver-haired Vanadis, grabbed Tigre’s arm, and grinned 
with an innocent look. 


“Tigre, if I told you to make me your concubine, would you?” 


This declaration not only surprised Tigre, but even Sofy and 
Elen. The youth intently stared at Mila with his cheeks dyeing 
red. Sofy watched the course of events with her beryl eyes 
sparkling with curiosity and anticipation. And Elen was gazing 
at Mila while holding the bottle in both hands. 


However, what the blue-haired Vanadis did next was 
completely outside the expectations of the other three. She let 


go of Tigre’s arm, stood up from the bed, and whirled around, 
facing the youth. While showing a mean smile, she extended 

her index finger, and lightly poked Tigre’s nose who was in a 
daze. 


“I’m obviously joking, you know?” 
“Y-Yeah...” 


For Tigre this was the most he could muster as an answer. 
Mila pulled her finger back, put on a serious expression, and 
folded her arms. Her blue eyes that reminded one of a frozen 
lake zoomed in on Tigre. 


“Be careful, Tigre. Once they learn that you possess several 
concubines, people, who believe that their family members 
would also qualify as an option, will definitely pop out from 
the bushes. It’s dangerous if you don’t make your standpoint 
clear in advance.” 


Tigre nodded with a serious expression. It meant that a new 
trick would be added to the frequent approaches of having 
women serve him as maids, and requests for marriage 
meetings. 


“Thanks. I will make sure to keep it in mind.” 
“T see. ’'m going back to my own room then.” 


As if having finished her business here, Mila turned her back 
on Tigre, and left the room without looking back or gazing in 
Elen’s direction. Watching the door closing while nestling 
close to Tigre, Sofy sighed gently. Mila had forcibly closed the 
topic by using a joke as distraction. At the same time it also 
meant that this topic was over with for Sofy, who had decided 
to yield the first move to the blue-haired Vanadis. 


—Well, I guess I'll leave it at this much for now. There will be 
other opportunities. 


However, Sofy decided to also pull a little prank at the very 
end. 


—— ier.” 


Being addressed by Sofy, Tigre looked in her direction without 
being on guard in particular. And then stared in surprise. The 


blond Vanadis had bent herself forward while still having her 
arm twined around Tigre’s right arm. Sofy’s face with its eyes 
shut approached right in front of him, her glossy lips being so 
close that he could even perceive her faint breathing. Her 
sweet scent tickled his nose. 


If he were to move his head even the slightest bit forward, the 
youth’s lips would likely be able to steal hers. Tigre mustered 
all his strength, resisting the impulse. 


Sofy moved. Her lips lightly pecked the tip of Tigre’s nose. In 
the instant Tigre looked bewildered, Sofy separated from him 
with very fluid motions. Flashing a smile like a child who 
succeeded in mischief, she asked, “Did it startle you?” 


“T thought that my heart might stop beating...” Tigre replied 
while feeling relieved. 


Once he pressed his hand on his left chest for some reason, his 
heart was racing. He realized that his entire body, and his face 
were hot all over. 


“In that case, I wonder, is it fine for me to interpret this as still 
having a chance as well?” Sofy laughed with plenty of charm 
while placing a finger on her lips. 


“Sofy, cut it out!” 


Elen, who walked over with long strides, sat down on the spot 
where Mila had sat before. Sofy warded off her glare, tinged 
with wrath, with a smile. 


“Elen, can you give me some of that wine as well?” 


“Sure, if you tell me the full account of what you and Ludmila 
have been doing in here.” Elen answered with a sour look, and 
entwined her arm around the youth’s left. 


Answering, “I don’t mind,” Sofy began to talk without hiding 
anything. While listening to her, Tigre shrugged his shoulders. 
It wasn’t as if he was unhappy, but it seemed as though him 
being released would still take some time. 


© 


It was a space as if gaplessly blanketed by fragments of 
darkness — a darkness so thick and stagnating that it spurred on 
the optical illusion that any attempt to lit a light in here would 
end in devastating failure, fully swallowed by the surrounding 
darkness. The air drifting in here was freezing, and dried out 
like the one at a graveyard that had been abandoned in a 
distant past. 


Three beings were moving within that darkness. Not one of 
them lamented over the lack of light. After all they, unlike 
humans, didn’t require light to see. 


“It looks like the "Bow, has passed through this place 
with owners of draconic tools.” A young voice said with a 
melodious tone. While causing a sound as if chewing on 
something. 


If this place were to be illuminated by light, one might have 
seen that the voice’s owner was a youth giving one a cheerful 
impression. He had a medium build, and wore thick clothes 
with pelts added to the collar and sleeves. An emerald cloth, 
spilling down to his shoulders, shrouded his short black hair. 
What he had been gnawing on since a while ago while leaning 
against a wall was a gold coin. 


“It’s going to head to Zhcted along the sea route, huh?” A 
hoarse voice answered the youth. 


The one speaking was a small, old man clad in a black robe 
that seemed to melt with the darkness. Standing in the middle 
of the room, he intently peered into a crystal ball with the size 
of a clenched fist that didn’t project anything but darkness as it 
rested in his left palm. 


“What’s there to worry about? It’d be best to leave it alone.” 
The quizzical voice of a man reverberated. 


If one just listened to his voice, they could think that he was in 
his forties, but if one were to see his appearance, they might 
tilt their head in confusion. The man was short, had a small 
build, and wore a gaudy silken attire with a small hat on top. 
He didn’t have a single strand of hair on his head. His eyelids 


were abnormally large whereas his eyes were narrow. In short, 
an abnormal and alien appearance. The man gazed in a bored 
manner at his two peers while leaning against the wall 
opposite of the youth gnawing on the gold coin. A single black 
lizard was crawling around his feet. 


The youth was called Vodyanoy, the old man Drekavac, and 
the one with the unusual appearance Maximilian Bennusa 
Ganelon. Neither of them was human. But then again, even if 
he were told so, Ganelon would doubtlessly deny that. 
Drekavac and Vodyanoy wished to change this world, and 
Ganelon had temporarily joined forces with them because his 
interests aligned with theirs to an extent. 


Although, depending on the circumstances, Ganelon intended 
to give a damn about something like a small coincidence of 
interests, and the other two knew of Ganelon’s notion. Their 
relationship was considerably twisted. 


The one who answered Ganelon’s remark just now was 
Drekavac, “No, we’re going to challenge it at this point.” 


Swallowing down the gold coin, Vodyanoy asked, “You’re 
saying we should keep going towards the ritual in one go?” 


“No, that’s not it. Although just a bit, this place has become 
inconvenient. The power of ... has unexpectedly increased by 
a lot.” 


The old man in the black robe admitted his miscalculation. A 
part of his words becoming oddly obscure was owed to him 
voicing the name of a certain goddess from a distant era. That 
goddess was a being capable of intervening in the middle of 
Drekavac’s group holding their important ritual. 


“Tt’ll be a smoke screen,” Drekavac quietly explained his aim. 
“It’ll give the "Bow and its friends the impression that 
everything was planned to be done in this place.” 


“How cautious of you.” Ganelon commented. 


He had also noticed that the goddess’ power had gained in 
strength, but he didn’t think that it reached the point of them 
having to switch places. However, Ganelon didn’t try to push 
his own opinion. 


“Assuming we abandon this place, where are we going to have 
the goddess descend?” 


“Our goddess is also being worshiped in Zhcted.” 
That was Drekavac’s reply. 


“Won't that turn into a problem? We’ve chosen this place 
because of the big amount of blood spilled here, didn’t we?” 


“We have more than enough blood. It won’t be an issue even if 
we carry out the remaining process in Zhcted.” Drekavac 
responded to Vodyanoy’s question with the tone and 
expression similar to that of a scholar who would perform an 
experiment he was familiar with. 


While casting a sidelong glance at Ganelon, Vodyanoy sighed 
unnaturally, “Zhcted, huh...? It might have been a bit easier if 
Granny Baba was with us.” 


The demon called Baba Yaga, who used to be Drekavac 
comrade, had been annihilated after being devoured by 
Ganelon in Zhcted. Hence, Vodyanoy was teasing Ganelon 
about that matter. However Ganelon ignored him, and asked 
Drekavac, “How are we going to move in specific?” 


“T’ll go up to the surface. I’d like you two to remain here on 
standby to watch the situation and give support as necessary.” 


“You will?” Vodyanoy leaned himself forward in surprise. 


The stagnated air in the room stirred. Ganelon also moved 
slightly, apparently blindsided by this proposal. 


“Tl rely on you.” 


Giving that short answer, Drekavac fell silent at that point. 
Silence descended upon the room. With each breath, it seemed 
as though the darkness continued to quietly become denser. 


© 


Artishem is the central city of Lutecia, which was formerly 
governed by Ganelon. It’s a major point unifying Brune’s 


north with main roads leading away from it in all cardinal 
directions. However, in the civil war two years ago, Artishem 
was Set on fire by no one other than Ganelon, suffering a blow 
that could very well be called devastating. Moreover, with 
Saint-Groel, which was located beneath the city, destroyed, it 
was visited by the calamity of having its city center cave in. 


Afterwards Artishem fell under the direct control of the royal 
family as Ganelon was considered to to have lost his life. After 
the royal palace dispatched a governor to Artishem, the city 
started to walk the path towards restoration. 


“So this is Artishem, eh...?” 


Tigre, who had entered the city through its gate, gazed at the 
streets overflowing with liveliness, surprise dyeing his face. 
Even Elen, who was next to him, had an expression betraying 
her admiration. Tigre’s memories of Artishem were extremely 
hazy. That was only understandable, seeing how he had been 
unconscious most of his time during his stay here, but he knew 
that it had been razed down by flames, and that he had blown 
away the city’s center with the power of his black bow. 


However, what was now spreading out in front of the youth’s 
eyes was a city that had partially accomplished its 
reconstruction, and was aiming to grow beyond a perfect 
restoration of its previous state. Along the streets, new houses 
lined up, or stalls filled the remaining gaps. Merchants were 
loudly praising the various wares in their hands. Many pitiful 
traces of the past, such as the destroyed sections of the wall, 
and a temple, which had been left standing after having burned 
down, were noticeable, but once he looked closer, he could see 
craftsmen striving to repair the wall, and children using the 
ruins next to the burned temple as playground. 


“They really did well to get back on their feet after something 
like that.” Elen’s murmur stemmed from her insuppressible 
feelings of admiration as a lord. 


She had witnessed the disastrous state of the city that had been 
reduced to ashes when she went to rescue Tigre. Her feelings 
likely originated from only knowing the Artishem she had 
seen back then. 


“Well, it’s a strategic point of our country’s north, after all.” 
Gaspal, who was serving as deputy delegate, lightly tapped 
Tigre’s shoulder. “People frequented the city anew after it had 
recovered its functions. But then again, it looks like it was a 
thorny path up until that point.” 


The people, who had lost their family, friends, and fortunes to 
the fires, had left silently. Almost none of the original 
residents were willing to engage in the reconstruction while 
remaining in the city that had completely burned down. 


“Her Highness the Princess and His Excellency the Prime 
Minister apparently worked very hard to somehow get it done. 
They hired craftsmen and continued to send them here in great 
numbers. They also recruited immigrants from the surrounding 
towns and villages.” 


Eventually, the governor of this city showed up together with 
his subordinate. He was a man in the middle of his thirties 
with such a bountiful beard that it fully hid his chin, and dull 
black hair. His name was Isidore, and according to Gaspal, he 
seemed to be a governor nominated by Badouin. In other 
words, he possessed suitable abilities. 


“You are Earl Tigrevurmud Vorn, right? I have heard rumors 
of you. And in addition, the Vanadis ladies, as well.” 


Tigre and the others returned greetings to Isidore, and inquired 
about the state of Artishem. 


“As you can see, the restoration is proceeding at a good pace. 
However, I think it will take several more years for it to 
recover its former splendor as a metropolis.” 


Tigre thought that he was a likable man with a level-headed 
attitude. 


Guided by his subordinate, the soldiers of the delegation, and 
Zhcted’s soldiers headed to the inn first. However, with the 
atmosphere of the city being different from until now, Gaspal 
and Rurick remained with Tigre. Tigre asked Isidore to guide 
them to the city’s center. Elen and the others accompanied 
Tigre, too. They walked along the streets that had traces of the 
fire remaining all over. 


Isidore stopped in front of a huge hole in the shape of a basin, 
situated at a place where two main streets were originally 
supposed to cross. Tigre advanced another ten steps, standing 
at its edge. He looked down at the hole, which was partly 
buried by debris, with a stiff expression. 


He had heard from Regin that they decided to postpone the 
reconstruction of this place, but now that he was looking at 
this vast cave-in, Tigre shuddered with a chill running down 
his spine. This was something he had created, using the power 
of the black bow currently resting on his back. 


‘“—If I consider that it had been you who opened up this hole, 
I kinda feel a mixture of trustworthiness and fright.” 


Suddenly standing next to Tigre, Elen grinned as she said this 
with a tone as if cracking a joke. Tigre felt how the anxiety 
lurking in his heart melted away while looking at her face. The 
stiffness of his expression didn’t come undone yet, but he 
nodded at her with an awkward smile. 


“It made me reconsider once again that I should face this 
power with a good portion of seriousness and caution.” 


Its a terrifying power, but we wont be able to fight the demons 
without it. I’ve got no choice but to continue holding my own 
against it so as to not get swallowed up by the power until the 
need to rely on it vanishes one day. 


Mila and Sofy also walked up to the youth, and stared down. 


‘“‘Saint-Groel or whatever it was called is beneath this?’ Mila 
asked. 


When Tigre nodded silently, Sofy placed a hand on her cheek, 
and sighed, “With things like this, an investigation will be 
impossible.” 


“Inevitably, huh?” Elen also lamented. 


Tigre went away from the hole, returning to the others. At that 
moment, the youth noticed that all those accompanying them — 
Titta, Lim, Gaspal, Gerard, and Rurick — were looking at him 
with faces as if handling a fragile porcelain bowl. The only 
one with an unchanged attitude was Damad who didn’t have a 
clue about the circumstances. 


While having Isidore guide them to the inn, Tigre talked about 
various matters with him. 


“Are there any records about Duke Ganelon left?” 


“Unfortunately, no, ” the governor pulled a long face, shaking 
his head. “I have been told to look for those records by Her 
Highness and His Excellency as well, but with Ganelon’s 
mansion having completely burned down to ashes...” 


Ganelon was a man who tried to murder Farlon and Regin. It 
was only natural for Regin to have the governor look for any 
clues connected to Ganelon. As for Tigre, he wanted to know 
about Ganelon’s relation with the demons, but it seemed to be 
impossible either way. 


Soon after, Tigre arrived at the inn. 


In the evening of that day, there was a reception for Tigre and 
his party at Isidore’s mansion. Since he had fortified his 
defenses without moving from this city during the wars against 
Sachstein and Muozinel, Isidore particularly enjoyed listening 
to the war stories. And he looked very disappointed about the 
prospect of Tigre and the others leaving on the next morning. 


Before it would become too late, Tigre’s group took their leave 
from the governor’s residence, returning to their inn. 


OOo 


Terribly loud roars echoed throughout the city in the night. 
Tigre immediately woke up, jumped off the bed in a hurry, and 
tightly grasped the black bow. 


—Thunder? 


For an instant he considered that option, but he immediately 
rejected it. The sounds resembled thunderbolts, and were yet 
different. Something a lot more dangerous. Grabbing the 
quiver which he had placed next to his bed, he walked up to 
the window, and opened its louver door. During all that time, 
he could hear the thunderous roars occurring several times in 
succession. 


The silver moon shone high in the night sky with countless 
stars twinkling as backdrops. Beneath, numerous buildings 
stood out as pitch-black shadows. The reason for the city to 
lack illumination was likely owed to the late time, and the 
restoration still not having finished. 


Once again a roar that seemed to make the atmosphere tremble 
resounded in the far distance. A sound of destruction, which 
wasn’t inferior to the preceding roar in intensity, followed 
right after. Neither the roar nor the sound of destruction were 
limited to a single instance, but instead overlapped into a 
cacophony. 


“These are...” 


Tension traveled throughout Tigre’s entire body. These roars 
sounded familiar to him. He finished changing his clothes in a 
hurry, and hooked the quiver to his waist belt. Just when he 
thought that he could hear footsteps running through the 
corridor in a hurry, someone knocked against his door. 


“It’s me, Tigre.” 


It was Elen’s voice. Tigre rushed over to the door, and 
unlocked it. Opening it, he found not only Elen, but also Mila 
and Sofy standing outside. The three were in their usual battle 
attires. Most likely having also heard the roars just now, they 
three had dignified looks, wearing their expressions as 
Vanadis. All of them were tightly grasping their respective 
draconic tool. 


They nodded at each other, and ran through the pitch dark 
corridor. When they went down to the first floor, they 
encountered several shadows. From the voices, it was obvious 
that it was Lim and Rurick. They had also been woken up by 
the roars. Not one of them was still half-asleep. 


“What happened?” Lim asked as a representative for all those 
present with her usual, calm voice. 


“We’re about to go have a look now. All of you, gather in the 
back of the building and stay on standby so that you can 
escape at any time. If you have some leeway, assemble the 
other guests in the back, too.” Tigre replied. 


Elen declared with a confident voice so as to reassure them, 
“Don’t fret. Not only is Tigre here, but three Vanadis as well.” 


There might not exist any other words as reliable as that. Lim 
answered with a sharp voice, and began to act together with 
everyone else. 


OOo 


Tigre’s group rushed out on the main street through the inn’s 
front entrance. Within the darkness it was evident that many 
people had also come out. Some were carrying lamps, others 
were shivering as they only wore their night-clothes. What all 
of them had in common was their confusion and fear due to 
the roars and sounds of destruction reverberating without 
break. 


Nevua Se Late 
‘“——Oh gentle light, illuminate the dark sky.” Sofy muttered 
with a solemn voice as she held up her Light Flower. 


As soon as silver brilliance was born at the tip of the golden 
bishop’s staff, it turned into countless light particles and burst 
open within the darkness. The dazzling light illuminated the 
inn’s vicinity as brightly as it was during the day. The people, 
who had been standing still on the street, stirred, and 
approached the group while walking unsteadily. 


“You people, immediately evacuate that way!” 


“It’s fine! There’s nothing to fear! Keep walking slowly 
without panicking!” While shouting loudly, Tigre pointed at 
the inn they had just left with his black bow. 


Elen also brandished Silver Flash, leading the people into the 
inn while hurling strict instructions at them. 


“Once you enter, head to the back. Obey the directions of the 
people there! Got it!?” Mila also issued instructions at the 
people while hoisting up Frozen Wave. 


All three of them were less than twenty years old, but they 
were warriors who had traversed many battlefields while 


leading several thousand soldiers. Their voices carried well 
even within this situation, and possessed a force compelling 
the people, who heard them, to obey. 


The light created by Sofy might also attract the source of the 
roars. Before the owner would show up in this place, it was 
imperative for them to allow the people to escape to a safe 
place. The golden-haired Vanadis let her eyes wander across 
the darkness, holding Light Flower at the ready. 


“T don’t know who it might be, but now that they’ ve started 
such mischief, we must give them a good scolding.” 


Once the evacuation of the people within their field of view 
had finished for the time being, Elen shouldered Arifar, and 
asked Tigre, “What do you think? Just who the hell is causing 
all this?” 


“It’s just vaguely, but it wakes a memory in me.” Tigre replied 
while nocking an arrow on his black bow. 


Mila also readied Lavias. ““What a coincidence. I feel the 
same.” 


At that moment, a rumbling could be heard from the ground. 
The vibration reached even the feet of Tigre and the others. A 
lukewarm wind gently teased their cheeks. 


The figure of a huge being blocked the main street which was 
broad enough to allow two carriages to pass each other with 
surplus. While dragging its belly across the ground as it moved 
slowly onwards, the shadow headed straight towards them. 
The dazzling light, which had been created through Sofy’s 
draconic art, revealed the true identity of the shadow. 


Its physique resembled that of a lizard. However, its big frame 
very likely measured more than eighty chet (eight meters). 
Short horns were growing on its head. Its short and stout body 
was covered by brass-colored scales, with its limbs short, and 
its claws thick. Its golden eyes glittered in delight over having 
discovered new prey. Its widely torn-open mouth was smeared 
with red blood, and things that seemed to be scraps of clothes 
and chunks of flesh were caught in the arrays of its sharp 
fangs. 


Suro 


“An earth dragon, huh...?” Tigre’s voice was filled with faint 
surprise, and instead, an ample amount of anger. 


Of course he hadn’t expected that they would be able to save 
all people in a situation like this. However, the appearance of 
victims had definitely enraged the youth. 


“It being brass-colored is truly appreciated.” 


The look of Mila as she stared at the earth dragon was cold as 
well. In Zhcted, the homeland of the three Vanadis, it was 
prohibited to kill young dragons or dragons with black scales. 
She intended to wield her draconic tool, following her heart. It 
was the same for Elen and Sofy. 


Once again, an earthen tremor caused the atmosphere to shake. 
It came from the opposite direction from where the earth 
dragon had appeared. Once Tigre and Sofy turned their eyes 
that way, another dragon was in the process of heading their 
way. 


Its size and physique was similar to that of the earth dragon, 
but this one had its big frame covered by brown scales with 
long body hair growing out from the gaps between those 
scales. Moreover, sparks were blended in the breath escaping 
its mouth. 

Prani 
“So a fire drake as well.” Sofy muttered with a voice clad in 
nervousness. 


“T’ve got no clue why they appeared in this place, but—” 
Elen stepped towards the earth dragon in front of her while 
still shouldering Arifar. 


Mila headed towards the fire drake while carrying Lavias. 
Tigre and Sofy didn’t move from their spots. They planned to 
assist the two Vanadis from the rear while watching the 
situation. Elen stopped at a place around a dozen steps away 
from the earth dragon. Arifar’s blade, which she had raised 
overhead, was already tinged in a bluish-white radiance while 
cladding itself in a spiraling wind. As the surrounding night air 
was completely sucked towards Silver Flash, the visible wind 
blade instantly gained in thickness. 


Ley Adomos 


1? 


‘Tear the atmosphere apart 


Producing a ferocious roaring that wasn’t all that inferior to 
the dragon’s roars, the cluster of wind was unleashed. Ripping 
through the atmosphere while gouging out the ground, the 
storm blade cut the earth dragon, which was in the trajectory 
of the slash, right in half. 


Its scream was drowned out by the wind. Its sturdy scales 
which didn’t allow iron swords and spears to pass, its frame 
which was so big that you’d need to look up, its horns, claws, 
and fangs were shredded into small pieces. Countless chunks 
of meat, which used to be a dragon, rained down on the 
ground that had been cleaved open deeply. 


At the time when Elen took a breath with her silver hair 
fluttering in the wind, the battle between Mila and the fire 
drake came to an end as well. 


The Snow Princess of the Frozen Wave had been far bolder 
than Elen. Without slowing down, she had challenged the 
drake from the front. The fire drake mercilessly spit its flames 
at this foolish prey. For the fire drake, which mostly devoured 
ashes, charcoal, and ores, it was a natural act to burn its prey 
down to the core with its own flames. 


It was merely an instant that it looked as though Mila had been 
wrapped up by the flames. She broke through the waves of fire 
while standing with Frozen Wave thrust out straight in front of 
her. Not a single burn stained her body. Lavias had fully 
engulfed her body in a thin layer of frost, protecting it from the 
scorching flames to the end. 


At the moment she had gotten close enough to the fire drake, 
Mila stopped. She rotated her spear, and stabbed its spearhead 
into the ground. A light tinged with cold air was released from 
Lavias’ tip, forming a crystalline domain at her feet. 


Cielo Zam Kaphar 
‘“—Freeze the heavens!” 


Even while her yell hadn’t finished, a huge amount of chilly 
air formed a vortex around the fire drake. The earth was frozen 
in an instant, and countless ice spears protruded out from it. 
The ice spears easily penetrated the brown scales, and 


extended with such a speed that the wounds got frozen even 
before blood could begin to flow, literally skewering the drake. 
Once Mila lightly tapped the ground with the spear’s butt end, 
the ice spears exploded in response. A white, chilly fog fully 
wrapped up the drake’s corpse. Its dead body heeled over, 
crumbling down alongside a loud tremor. Fragments of the 
frozen scales danced in the air while blended with a cloud of 
dust. 


Even after they had slain the two dragons, the two Vanadis 
didn’t move away. Both stared into the darkness with their 
draconic tools ready to strike. 


“An earth and fire dragon, huh? That’s a combination I 
remember rather well.” Elen muttered. 


It was at the time when she fought against Threnadier’s army 
during Brune’s civil war. Threnadier’s army had prepared 
three earth dragons, one fire drake, and moreover a 


Gara Dova 


double-headed dragon to face off against the ‘Silver Meteor 
Army, led by Tigre. 


Tigre shifted his eyes, focusing on a building towering on the 
other side of the main street. It was a commonplace house with 
a triangle-shaped roof. Neither Tigre nor Sofy failed to notice 
how the darkness in its background squirmed. 


Falvarna 


“Congregate before me, gleaming waves.” 


Sofy held up Light Flower. The loops decorating the tip of the 
bishop’s staff clearly rang. A great number of golden lights 
spilled out from there, forming into a perfectly round halo in 
front of her. The golden halo expanded soundlessly, becoming 
a transparent light wall. It towered over the surroundings so as 
to protect Sofy and Tigre. 


In the next instant, the building, which both had watched, was 
blown into pieces alongside a thunderous roar bursting one’s 
eardrums. Countless fragments of rubble and roof poured 
down after scattering, but being blocked by the wall of light, 
not one reached Tigre and Sofy. 


While gray smoke rose within the darkness, a single dragon 
slowly showed up. Going by its physique, 1t seemed to be an 
earth dragon, but it was one size bigger than the previous two. 
Its golden eyes fierily shone within the darkness as it looked 
down on Tigre and Sofy. However, the youth with the dark red 
hair at the end of the dragon’s line of sight had already nocked 
an arrow, and powerfully drawn the bowstring to its limit. A 
blackness as if the arrowhead had been created by erasing 
darkness — the jet-black vortex at the arrow’s tip depicted a 
chilly spiral 


The bowstring’s sound vibrated through the air. The released 
arrow flew straight for the earth dragon’s forehead as if 
homing in on it, and then blew half of its head away. The light 
vanished from the dragon’s eyes, and it dropped into the ruins 
with a loud crash. 


“You’ve become even stronger than at that time, didn’t you?” 


The Vanadis with the pale blond hair looked at Tigre with eyes 
full of admiration. 


The youth shook his head, “It’s because you protected me, 
Sofy. Thanks to that I could concentrate on shooting my 
arrow.” 


Afterwards, both turned their eyes at the dragon that was 
defeated moments ago. The smile was wiped off Sofy’s lips, 
and a faint grief dyed her beryl eyes. For her, who loved 
dragons, this battle appeared to be unpleasant. 


“Ts it over with this?’”’ Elen tilted her head to the side. 


Even though she strained her ears, she couldn’t hear any roars 
and rumblings any longer. All that reached her ears were 
distant screams and noises. This disturbance might have been 
settled down for the present. 


However, the silver-haired Vanadis repealed her own question 
through her actions. She swiftly looked back, glaring at the 
earth dragon defeated by Tigre — or to be more precise, the 
darkness around it. Mila likewise turned her eyes, which had a 
freezing fighting spirit dwell within, in that direction. Both of 
them sensed someone’s presence over there. Tigre and Sofy 


also didn’t take their eyes off that place while keeping their 
weapons ready. 


A small figure showed up atop the earth dragon’s corpse. That, 
which was illuminated through Sofy’s draconic art, had its 
body wrapped up in a black robe. 


The atmosphere had completely changed. Tension traveled 
down the spines of Tigre and the others. The aura enveloping 
the black robed person was obviously different from that of a 
human. A weird pressure weighed down on their whole 
bodies, making them feel an oppressiveness as if being caught 
in darkness by just standing off against it. 


“Dragons...” The black robed person released a hoarse voice, 
lifting its face slightly. 


The face, which was illuminated by the light, was that of a 
wrinkled, old man. His small eyes emitted a golden radiance 
making one remember a dragon. The old man continued with a 
majestic tone as if reciting a true tale, “Dragons are essentially 
something like this. Merely a single individual tramples down 
10,000 soldiers, destroys a single city, crushes everything and 
anything beneath its feet, and devours to its heart’s 
satisfaction. Its scales won’t be penetrated by iron swords, its 
claws tear up anything, its fangs bite apart everything...” 


The old man’s eyes moved, turning into Tigre’s direction. 


“Tsn’t it said that a human has to use the terrain, make good 
use of his intelligence, and rely on luck to finally get to see a 
single ray of hope, if he challenges a dragon, Tigrevurmud 
Vorn?” 


Tigre swallowed his breath. In the past, the youth had 
encountered a dragon while he was hunting deep in the 
mountains. This old man appeared to not only know of Tigre’s 
name, but also of that event. 


“Who are you?” Tigre asked in order to shake off his eerie 
gaze licking across his body rather than expecting a reply. 


However, surprisingly the old man gave a response, “My name 
is Drekavac. I share a little fate with you people.” 


Tigre raised an eyebrow at the term fate. 


Just like Vodyanoy, Drekavac is the name of a fairy. I’m pretty 
sure that he’s their comrade, but is that the fate he’s talking 
about here? 


But, Drekavac’s next words were completely unexpected for 
Tigre and the Vanadis. 


“In the past I happened to cooperate with Duke Thenardier. I 
lent him several dragons that would obediently listen to what 
humans told them.” 


1°? 


“So you...!” Tigre yelled in reflex. 


Elen and Mila also looked up to Drekavac with shock dyeing 
their faces. This old man was saying that he had been the one 
who arranged for the earth and wind dragons that attacked 
Alsace, and the dragons which Elen and Mila fought in the 
Villecresnes Plains. 


Drekavac took his eyes off Tigre, and looked at Elen, Mila, 
and Sofy in turns. 


"Many humans won’t rival a dragon. Just like the residents of 
this city. However, a dragon won’t rival you people either. 
—Vanadis. Immortal battle girls, you have inherited the 
weapons left behind by the Black Dragon. I shall devour you 
so that not a single piece of flesh and drop of blood remains. 5 


Drekavac’s voice was strangely hoarse. The air around him 
surged, winding into a maelstrom. The corpse of the earth 
dragon beneath him creaked, unable to bear the pressure. His 
small body suddenly swelled up with his black robe being torn 
from within and being blown away after having become a 
tattered rag. His exposed body was covered by iron-colored 
scales. Huge forefeet with thick, sharp claws struck the 
ground. That which was energetically waving around within 
the dark was likely a tail. His face stretched out to the front 
like that of a reptile, and countless fangs peeked out from his 
greatly widened mouth. The gleam in his eyes gained in 
intensity, and as his forehead cracked apart, a new crimson eye 
appeared from within the fissure. 


Tigre and Sofy intently watched the transformation of 
Drekavac in shock. Elen and Mila tightly grasped their 


draconic tools while immediately becoming unable to move. 


Within the mere time of three breaths, that which had been an 
old man changed into a monster possessing such a huge frame 
that the earth dragon, let alone a human, dwarfed in 
comparison. 


—Torbolan has also owned such a big body that you had to 
look up, but... 


Tigre groaned, unable to speak up. This one was different from 
the demons he had faced so far. That which glared at Tigre’s 
group was the very definition of a demonic dragon. 


Elen and Mila, who had pulled themselves together at last, 
tried to move, but an instant faster than they could, a red light 
gushed out from the crimson eye in the dragon’s forehead. 
Basked in that light, Tigre experienced a light numbness, and 
then felt something uncomfortable in his legs in the next 
moment. All feelings were gone from his legs, making them 
completely unmovable. Once he looked down, he saw that his 
legs beneath the knees were steeped in a lifeless, gray color. 
Even his boots had lost their former colors. 


Tigre gasped. He was about to reflexively extend a hand 
towards his leg, but he reconsidered, and tried to tap them with 
the tip of his black bow. The response returned was as if he 
had hit something hard and dry. 


—They’ve turned into stones...!? 


It wasn’t just Tigre either. Elen, Mila, and Sofy were afflicted 
by the same phenomenon. Furthermore, the petrification didn’t 
stop beneath their knees, but instead started to creep upwards. 
Dread and panic were reflected on the faces of Elen and Mila. 
Both readied their weapons, trying to forcibly release their 
draconic arts from where they were standing. 


Sofy didn’t lose her composure at all. At the moment she had 
raised her bishop’s staff, her draconic tool, overhead, she 
chanted, “Petals, dance and purify the ground I’m standing 
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on. 


In her hands, Light Flower rotated while cutting through the 
wind, drawing golden tracks in its wake. A large flower, 


formed by countless light particles, manifested above her 
head, and a golden brilliance spilled over from it, just like true 
petals. The dazzlingly beautiful light kept expanding as the 
petals successively melted into the ground. And then, at the 
moment when the light reached the ground beneath Tigre, 
Elen, and Mila, the abnormality, which had afflicted their legs, 
quietly vanished. 


Tigre’s boots and shins, which had been dyed gray, recovered 
their former vividness, and the sensation in his legs returned. 
Sofy’s draconic art had purified the malicious light released 
from Drekavac’s third eye. 


“Sofy, you’re a lifesaver!” 


At the same time of yelling, Elen kicked off the ground, 
jumping. Immediately following, Drekavac’s foreleg slammed 
down at the place where the silver-haired Vanadis had stood an 
instant ago. The ground was gouged out, and clods of earth as 
well as stone fragments were sent flying alongside a shock 
wave. 


“Elen, Mila! I will focus on the enemy’s eye!” Sofy shouted 
while focusing on Drekavac’s third eye. 


Going by Elen’s and Mila’s reactions, she had determined to 
be the only one possessing a means to oppose that kind of 
attack. 


“Please do, Sofy! Leave this side to us!” Mila yelled back 
while shortening the distance to the gigantic dragon in the 
same way as Elen. 


Tigre stood next to Sofy, and nocked a new arrow onto the 

black bow. So as to not get Elen and Mila mixed up in it, he 

had to avoid shooting the arrow while being charged with 
"Powers . 


On the other hand, Drekavac didn’t look overly surprised, 
despite his own ability having been thwarted. Pulling back the 
foreleg which struck and missed, he breathed in. The wind 
howled with him only doing that much. 


“—Arifar!” Elen, who had been drawing close to Drekavac, 
loudly called out to Silver Flash in her hand. 


It also served as a warning to Mila who was further away from 
her. Elen hoisted up Silver Flash. A squall blew violently at 
the center of its blade. At the same time black flames mixed 
with miasma burst forth from Drekavac’s muzzle. Elen held 
her ground, scattering the imminent, raging flames with her 
wind. 


The black flames scorched the atmosphere, and charred the 
soil. Jet-black sparks swirled around in a furious dance, 
vanishing after falling to the ground. 


Sweat ran down along Elen’s cheeks. If those were average 
flames, Arifar would have been able to easily scatter them. 
However, these black flames were different. Even while 
fiercely swaying within the wind caused by Silver Flash, they 
slowly eroded the wind. That had been transmitted to Elen 
through Arifar. If she were to lose focus for a little moment, 
the black flames would mercilessly devour the wind, 
immediately swallowing up Elen. 


A dozen steps away from the spot where Elen was rooted 
thanks to the black flames, Mila, who had shortened her 
distance to Drekavac, was in the process of sharply stabbing 
Frozen Wave’s spearhead into the ground. 


Cielo Zam Kaphar 
“Freeze the heavens!” 


A white coldness burst forth around her, and a multitude of ice 
spears was created and started to ferociously stab away at 
Drekavac. However, the instant the swarm of ice spears got in 
contact with his scales, they brittly broke apart, and dispersed, 
transforming into white fog. 


The foreleg of the gigantic dragon demon swooped down on 
Mila from above while making the wind howl. Even just one 
of its claws was likely big enough to tear apart the blue-haired 
Vanadis. Mila immediately readied Lavias, trying to block the 
blow, but the demon’s foreleg didn’t reach her. The black 
arrow that came flying from behind her shot up Drekavac’s 
foreleg, diverting its aim. 


Of course that had been Tigre’s arrow. The arrowhead had 
precisely hit the foreleg’s joint, broken through the scales, and 


drilled out a deep wound, causing black blood to spill from it. 


Mila brandished Frozen Wave sideways alongside a yell of 
fighting spirit, and fell back. She didn’t have the spare time to 
thank Tigre. The point of her Frozen Wave scratched the 
surface of Drekavac’s foreleg, stopping at inflicting a very 
shallow cut. 


“So far as it goes, it means I can wound him as well.” Mila 
muttered calmly while taking distance from the demon and 
getting her breathing in order. 


Elen came running in her direction after having withstood the 
black flames. Both drew close enough to hear each other’s 
words while alertly readying their draconic tools against 
Drekavac. 


“Did you see any chains?” Elen asked curtly without looking 
at Mila. 


Mila answered in the same way, “Nay.” 


Elen and Mila knew of the mysterious chains possessing a 
power to negate draconic arts. Both had experienced those 
chains for the first time during their battle against Duke 
Threnadier. Drekavac had previously brought up Threnadier’s 
name. Going by that fact, they thought that this demon would 
have such chains coiled somewhere around its huge body. 


“Still, the existence or absence of those chains is of no 
9 
consequence.” 


An indomitable fighting spirit dwelt in the blue eyes of the 
Snow Princess of the Frozen Wave. The silver-haired Vanadis 
also flashed a daring smile at that in confirmation. There was 
no doubt that the two girls were facing off against an 
outrageous monster, but that didn’t mean that the two were the 
only challengers. Sofy and Tigre were present as well. 


Tigre stared at Drekavac while nocking a new arrow onto his 
bow. He had been surprised that Mila’s draconic art didn’t get 
through, but seeing that the motivation hadn’t disappeared 
from her face, he felt relieved. 


Drekavac’s crimson eye cast light once again. Tigre shifted his 
look towards his legs by reflex, but there was no change to his 


boots or legs at all. 
—What is it this time... ? 


The moment he wondered about that, an intense sleepiness 
assailed Tigre. His body heeled over with his consciousness 
about to black out. At once Sofy negated the sleepiness 
triggered by the gigantic dragon’s powers by using her 
draconic art. 


“Sorry, I was late to notice it.” 


Shock and tension were blended into Sofy’s apology. Her 
delayed response, even if it wouldn’t register as anything but a 
moment, was owed to Drekavac’s third eye exhibiting a power 
different from a little while ago. 


'T see. In that case... 4 


Drekavac twisted his huge body. In the next instant, a 
thunderous roar ripped through the atmosphere, and a house, 
which had stood right next to the demon albeit just barely as it 
had already been partially destroyed, was blown to 
smithereens. Something huge, iron-colored approached Tigre’s 
group at an abnormal speed while carrying lots of debris with 
it. It was Drekavac’s tail, something that was visibly capable 
of striking through a spire that had toppled over. Humans 
would have their flesh and bones smashed upon impact, most 
likely being tragically crushed to death. 


“Oh glittering spray, dash ahead of me!” 


Sofy raised Light Flower, and light particles were released 
from her staff’s tip like a torrential rain. It only lasted an 
instant, but that light blinded Drekavac. Elen grabbed Mila’s 
arm, and powerfully kicked off the ground, flying up high in 
the air by borrowing Silver Flash’s power. 


At the same time as the Brilliant Princess of the Light Flower 
unleashed her draconic art, Tigre pushed her down on the 
ground. In that posture he shot his arrow clad in "Power, at 
the tail. The tail blanketed in iron-colored scales had its 
trajectory slightly diverted upwards due to the impact it 
received from Tigre’s arrow. While causing a gust and a 
buzzing, it passed through empty air at a tremendous speed. 


Debris and stone fragments poured down on Tigre and Sofy 
who were laying on the ground while thickly shrouded by a 
cloud of dust. 


"Dodged, huh? y 


Drekavac lowly groaned as he felt no feedback of having 
crushed humans. In the next instant, a sharp pain assailed the 
gigantic dragon. Elen, who had escaped into the air, had used 
the momentum of her fall to slash at his tail, and Mila had 
fully thrust her spear into the cut produced by Elen. 


The gap between his scales had been widely cleaved open with 
black blood gushing out from there. The two swiftly turned 
around without following up with further attacks, and took 
their distance from the gigantic dragon. 


“How tough...” Elen cursed while lightly shaking her hand. 


Her silver hair was disheveled, and her face was badly 
smeared with dirt and soot. Mila also had her blue hair stick to 
her face as it was drenched in sweat. 


“Just getting a blade to pass through 1s already a feat.” 


Behind them Tigre got up while being protected by the two. 
Unlike them who had escaped into the air, his body was 
screaming in pain since he got hit by a rain of debris, be it 
head or back. Blood was streaming down from his head, and 
his clothes were torn all over with his body covered in 
wounds. While doing his best to get his breathing in order, he 
extended a hand to Sofy, helping her get up. 


“You okay...?” 
“I’m fine thanks to you protecting me.” 


Her gently waving blond hair and her silken garment with 
green as basic tone had become dirty with mud and dust, and 
blood was oozing out from her shoulders and knees, but Sofy 
smiled at him in a stout-hearted manner. In reality, the blond- 
haired Vanadis having only suffered minor injuries was owed 
to Tigre having covered her with his body. 


“Let’s change our approach on how we fight.” Glaring at 
Drekavac, Tigre called out to the three Vanadis with an antsy 


voice. 
That irritation was turned at himself. 


“Should I try guessing your thoughts?” Comprehending what 
Tigre was planning, Elen smiled happily, “Ludmila and I will 
draw that guy’s attention. Sofy will suppress his weird powers. 
And you will bring him down. It’s simple, but that’s about it, 
right?” 


“Keeping it simple is out of consideration towards you, isn’t 
it? It will be troublesome if we were to fail with a complicated 
plan because you mess up.” Mila smack talked Elen while 
readying Frozen Wave. However, she immediately reverted 
her tone to that of a calm warrior, “I approve. Seeing how our 
draconic arts won’t get through, we don’t have much of a 
choice either way. 


Tigre’s arrow clad in "Power, didn’t get negated like their 
draconic arts. In the first place, choosing the attack with the 
highest chance to bring down the enemy was natural for them 
as walriors. 


“Tigre,” Elen looked at her lover’s face from the side, “An 
opponent who’s immune to draconic arts is certainly annoying, 
but a Vanadis isn’t just defined by her draconic arts either. I 
think you should be well aware of that.” 


Her worry of him that he could detect as clear undertone, 
beyond her words, erased the youth’s irritation. Tigre pulled 
himself together, and returned a firm, “Gotcha.” 


He had to force Elen and Mila into stalling for time in a 
disadvantageous situation, so he couldn’t afford to make the 
girls worry about him. 


“So my task is to deal with that eye, huh?” 
“Yes, please. I will protect you to my best abilities.” 


Tigre nocked a new arrow on his bow. There were only three 
arrows left in his quiver. Most of the other arrows had been 
scattered across the ground when he threw himself down to 
dodge Drekavac’s tail. Going around to pick them up in this 


situation, where debris and stone pieces cluttered the ground, 
would be difficult. 


—That’s why he was able to come out all alone while 
knowing that there would be four of us. 


Tigre looked up at Drekavac with a face full of tension. If Sofy 
hadn’t been here, and Tigre, Elen and Mila had fought this 
huge dragon by themselves, they would have likely been 
wiped out at the moment when they got basked in the third 
eye’s light. Tigre was sure that they would have literally been 
pulverized without being able to do anything after having 
turned into stone. 


—He should be aware of that as well. There’s no need for him 
to kill Sofy. It’ll be enough to wear her down so much that she 
won t be able to use her draconic arts anymore. I think 
Drekavac will keep attacking with that aim in mind. 


Elen and Mila started to run. Without looking back at Tigre, 
both headed straight for the demon. Sofy also stared with a 
resolute gaze at Drekavac’s forehead. 


—That’ right. I’ve got to answer everyone 8 trust in me! 


Tigre spurred on himself, and drew the bowstring. ‘Power, 
began to gather at the arrow’s tip. 


OOo 


Around the time when Tigre’s group and Drekavac were 
fighting on the surface, a demon and something, that was 
neither demon nor human, faced each other in the underground 
enveloped in darkness. 


“What’s the idea?” Vodyanoy asked Ganelon, who was 
standing directly opposite of him, with a faint smile on his 
lips. 


Ganelon was grasping a magnificently worked broad sword 
adorned with gold at its hilt and guard. The 


Durandal 
Sword of Invincibility. The treasured sword, said to have been 


entrusted to Charles, the founder of Brune, by a spirit serving 
the gods, alongside Magic Horse Bayard. It had been stored in 
the royal palace of Brune, but was stolen by Greast, Ganelon’s 
confidant, and then passed on to Ganelon. 


[TN: Bayard is a magic bay horse in the legends derived from 
the chansons de geste. He possesses the supernatural ability to 
adjust his size to his riders. | 


“T think that’s pretty obvious.” Ganelon laughed scornfully. 


The sight of a very small man easily lifting a broad sword that 
any average man would need to hold using two hands was 
mismatched and extremely eerie. 


“Tt’s not like you really believed that I would cooperate with 
you guys, did you? It’s simply that now the right moment has 
arrived.” 


A black lizard was crawling around Ganelon’s feet. It was a 
part of Drekavac’s body. Ganelon and Vodyanoy watched the 
situation of Drekavac on the surface through that lizard, 
looking for a chance to assist him. At least that was the plan. 


“Going by his state, Drekavac won’t be able to come back 
anymore, and you bastard will perish in this place.” 


Vodyanoy warded off Ganelon’s words by shrugging his 
shoulders. Contempt and scorn dwelt in his eyes. 


“Stop this, Kosch—” 


Ganelon thrust out the broad sword before the frog demon 
could even finish speaking. Vodyanoy had expected that 
response, and thus kicked off the ground. A scrap of his white 
cloth with the size of a nail fluttered in the air. The blow 
unleashed by Ganelon had torn off the edge of Vodyanoy’s 
attire, but it didn’t graze the demon himself. 


Vodyanoy, who shortened the distance to Ganelon in one 
breath, changed his stance, and sharply kicked at Ganelon. 
Ganelon blocked the kick with his free left hand, and then 
tried to crush the demon’s foot alongside the shoes he was 
wearing. However, what was crushed in his hand was only the 
shoe. 


The air circulated as if a sudden gust was blowing. Vodyanoy 
jumped backwards, taking distance from Ganelon. He still had 
a smile clinging to his mouth, but it was blended with a 
minuscule amount of rage. But then again, feeling irritated by 
the enemy in front of his eyes applied to Ganelon as well. The 
hat, which had decorated his head, had disappeared without 
him noticing, and was now resting on Vodyanoy’s palm. 


“You spoiled not just my clothes, but even my shoe...” 
Vodyanoy sighed while pulverizing Ganelon’s hat in his hand. 


Ganelon responded without the slightest change in his 
expression, “A monster doesn’t need clothes, right?” 


“Aren’t you wearing clothes as well, fake human?” 


Vodyanoy’s eyes shone golden. Miasma, that reminded one of 
a violet fog, blew out of his body, fully enveloping him. 
Within the fog, Vodyanoy’s face widened, turning into 
something that couldn’t be called human or frog. His mouth 
tore open to the sides. He grew tall, his shoulder width 
broadened, and his skin changed its color into a poisonous- 
looking violet. His arms and legs became so thick that one 
could vividly feel their strength. Between his fingers grew 
something similar to webs, beginning with the hair on his 
head, all body hair was dissolved by the miasma, not leaving a 
single strand behind. 


The miasma dispersed. All that was left was Vodyanoy 
standing there, wearing a single white cloth with golden 
embroideries around his body. The heavy pressure and 
bloodthirst oozing out of his whole body was incomparable to 
before his transformation. Even a somewhat brave person 
would likely freeze on the spot, cowering. 


Ganelon was about to step forward, trying to shorten the 
distance, but gave up on that idea. 


In the next instant, something that was fired from Vodyanoy’s 
face broke the ground at Ganelon’s feet with a dreadful speed 
and sharpness. 


It was a tongue. Vodyanoy had shot out his tongue just like 
certain frogs would extend their tongues to catch their prey. If 


he had been directly hit by the tongue, even Ganelon might not 
have come out unscathed. 


Ganelon rearranged his posture, shouldering Durandal, “——Is 
it fine for you to not go help out that shitty Drekavac?” 


Even though he was puzzled by that sudden question, 
Vodyanoy faithfully answered, “Don’t worry, I’ll immediately 
go after crushing your head.” 


“T see. Drekavac is something pitiful as well, isn’t he?” 


A red light shone in Ganelon’s eyes. An abnormality occurred 
at his left hand which was peeking out of his silken clothes’ 
sleeve. While a white miasma started to be emitted from there, 
the skin melted, the blood vaporized, and the flesh fell apart, 
exposing the hand’s bones. That skeletal hand was clad in a 
yellow phosphorescence. 


Vodyanoy narrowed his eyes, obviously vigilant. The frog 
demon fully knew what that hand was. His brethren’s hand, 
and power. 


“In the end you’re just a fake human after all.” 


Ignoring the demon’s words, Ganelon kicked off the ground. 


Oo 


The huge dragon’s roar echoed towards the distant skies where 
dawn was still but a fleeting dream. Within the darkness, the 
residents of Artishem had been trembling and shivering in fear 
over the monster in their city. It was a blessing to them that the 
monster didn’t try to move from a certain location. Moreover, 
around now the governor Isidore had started to work on relief 
while leading the soldiers. 


Of course Tigre and the three Vanadis didn’t know anything of 
those circumstances as they squared off against Drekavac. 
They didn’t have the spare time to look away when standing in 
front of this gigantic dragon. 


Drekavac spit out black flames. Staring at the flames blended 
with miasma, which would burn down everything to cinders 
they touched, Mila readied Frozen Wave. 


Riovuet 


“Frozen Blossom!”’ 


The chilly air released from the tip of Lavias held back the 
mad charge of the black flames. However, it only resisted for 
the time it took to count to two. The miasma-filled flames 
suddenly gained in force, devoured the cold air, and 
approached Mila. 


The blue-haired Vanadis widened her eyes, but didn’t show 
any signs of trying to retreat. She believed in the power of 
Frozen Wave, the heirloom she had inherited from her mother. 
Knowing that there was nothing to fear even if the black 
flames were to approach right in front of her eyes. 


“That’s right, isn’t 1t Lavias?” 


Because she had used her draconic art twice already, she felt 
quite the exhaustion weighing down on her. But Mila mustered 
her remaining strength, and released her third draconic art. A 
crystal of white coldness was created at her feet, and countless 
ice spears thrust out from within alongside a storm carrying a 
freezing essence. Those two scattered the black flames, just to 
close in on Drekavac’s fiendish jaw in the next breath. But, 
before the swarm of ice spears could touch Drekavac, they 
were blown apart into very small pieces altogether. Those 
fragments turned into a storm of ice, fully enveloping the 
dragon’s head. 


Drekavac shook his head once as if driving away a fly, and 
erased the ice storm. However, Elen had used that instant to 
rush at Drekavac. 


Vuelni 


“Wind Shadow.”’ 


Her silver hair fluttered with her whole body clad in wind. 
Elen slashed many times over at the foreleg of Drekavac. The 
surface of the scales, or maybe pieces of them, were shaved 
off, and released a dull light after being basked in light as they 
danced in the air. 


Drekavac swiped his foreleg, trying to knock down Elen, but 
the movements of the silver-haired Vanadis, clad in wind, 
couldn’t be grasped easily since they were quick and nimble, 
like those of a bird of prey that had spotted its target. 


Each flash was small, but if you were to continue pouring 
slashes at the same spot over and over again, the scales would 
get damaged, leading to a crack that would eventually break 
apart, exposing the flesh beneath. Elen tried to stab Silver 
Flash into that wound, but on the verge, she reconsidered and 
kept her attacks to just cutting shallowly. That was her role in 
this, after all. 


If Tigre hadn’t been with them, neither Elen nor Mila would 
have chosen this way of fighting. Compared to the blows 
delivered by their foe, the drain of power on their side was 
clearly more intense. Their trust towards the youth with the 
dull red hair urged them on, rallied their will, and kept them 
struggling. 


Drekavac swung his foreleg. Elen leaped back widely, dodging 
the claws. Even just the wind pressure of the passing claws 
seemed like it would blow her away. Elen raised Silver Flash 
overhead while putting her stance in order. Its blade was 
enveloped by a spiraling wind, taking on the shape of an 
invisible big storm hatchet. 


Ley Adomos 
“Tear the atmosphere apart!” 


That blow wasn’t aimed at Drekavac, but the ground. It 
cleaved open the soil with a thunderous roar, violently blowing 
up the remains of the destroyed houses alongside lumps of 
earth. 


Drekavac’s left foreleg slipped, sunk into the tear, and got 
stuck. 


“Did you see?” Elen looked up to Drekavac with a triumphant 
smile. 


It seemed as if the demon’s movements had been impeded, but 
it didn’t harm his composure in the slightest. 


Dragons are different from beasts j 


Drekavac powerfully kicked up the foreleg, which had been 
caught in the smashed ground. The tear spread, was wrenched 
open, and got blown apart from within. While making a pillar 
of earth and rubble erupt into the sky, the huge dragon swung 
down his foreleg. 


Elen readied Silver Flash while the dirt rained down on her, 
and took on his fierce attack. However, unable to withstand the 
impact, she was blown away, tumbling across the ground after 
giving off a short scream. 


Drekavac didn’t attempt to pursue her. After all there should 
be other enemies targeting him. Tigre who was empowering 
his black bow, and the Vanadis of the Light Flower standing at 
his side. The arrow nocked by Tigre had already amassed 
plenty of ‘Power, . If he were to take it head on, even 
Drekavac might not be able to escape his destruction. 


The gigantic dragon began by casting red light from his third 
eye. Sofy negated its effect with her draconic art. In the next 
instant, Drekavac spit out black flames all around. Mila 
brandished Frozen Wave, creating a wall of coldness that 
stopped the flames from advancing any further. Black sparks 
fluttered like small fireflies through empty space, depicting an 
uncanny, black rainbow. 


At this moment Drekavac sensed that something was out of 

place. Why doesnt he shoot his arrow? Is it because the 
"Power, isnt yet strong enough to defeat me? Or, is he 

deliberately determining a target so as to not miss? 


Drekavac had a reason why he couldn’t kill Tigre. Tigre was 
the "Bowy . His tail attack back then was unleashed in a way 
so that it would envelop Tigre, but Drekavac had calculated 
that Tigre would likely survive it, even if he used his full 
power. 


However, what about now? Isnt the "Bows standing there 
all too defenselessly? 
After hesitating for the time of half a blink, Drekavac twisted 


his huge frame, wielding his tail at Tigre and Sofy. A new 
building was blown away, and fragments of debris and stones 


were scattered accompanied by a loud crashing sound as 
Drekavac swung his tail, covered in iron-colored scales, from 
the right to the left. 


Tigre and Sofy remained standing without even showing any 
intent to dodge. When the tail passed through the space where 
the two were, their figures disappeared. 


Drekavac let his eyes wander left and right. On the left side, 
seen from him, he discovered Sofy and Tigre at the spot where 
Elen had collapsed moments ago. Tigre had resolutely readied 
his bow, and Sofy was next to him, propping herself up with 
her bishop’s staff. 


"A camouflage using light, eh? 


Drekavac saw through it in an instant. They had disappeared 
by dazzling their whereabouts with light through Sofy’s 
draconic art. While stealthily moving after using this skill on 
Tigre and herself, she had pretended that they hadn’t taken a 
single step from their previous spot by projecting illusions of 
them. This was only possible because Elen and Mila had 
drawn Drekavac’s attention by boldly challenging him to a 
fight. 


Moreover, right now enough ‘Power, had accumulated on 
the arrow, and with Elen’s Arifar pouring its power into the 
arrow as well, the jet-black arrowhead had become much 
stronger. 


Drekavac still kept his calm, and spit his black flames towards 
Tigre. 


Falvarna 


“—-Congregate before me, gleaming waves.” 


Sofy brandished her golden staff. A wall of light materialized 
in front of Tigre and her, blocking the black flames. 


The arrow left Tigre’s hand. With the bowstring trembling, the 
arrow soared. 


Drekavac was about to dodge the arrow, but he didn’t need to. 
The arrow shot by Tigre didn’t fly towards the huge dragon 
demon, but instead missed its aim widely, flying towards 
empty space. 


Drekavac was stumped. It was impossible for Tigre to miss his 
aim at such a distance, and Drekavac was well aware of that. It 
caused him to stop moving out of surprise. 


It was at this very moment that the arrow, which had appeared 
to keep flying towards the empty sky, changed its direction 
and drew an arc. 


'Wind... 4 


Drekavac muttered unintentionally after comprehending all of 
it. Tigre had distorted the arrow’s trajectory through the power 
it had received from Elen’s Arifar. 


The arrow drilled halfway through Drekavac’s nape. The 
scales, which ought to be sturdy, and chunks of flesh poured 
down on the ground while scattering vast amounts of black 
blood. First the third eye, and then the other two eyes lost their 
brightness. Small flames blended with black blood were 
vomited out of the jaw with its arrays of sharp fangs, and 
vanished before they even reached the ground. Drekavac’s 
huge frame rocked to the right, then to the left. Within his faint 
consciousness, the huge dragon seemed to do his utmost to not 
collapse, but as soon as his body tilted to the left after a violent 
shaking, he completely dropped to the ground. A huge cloud 
of earth and dust enshrouded the area, accompanied by an 
earthen tremor. 


Drekavac’s four legs and his tail were loosely sprawled to the 
sides, and it didn’t look like he would be able to raise his body 
again. Blood continued to spill out from the huge wound, 
creating a pool of black blood on the ground with such a vigor 
that it permeated into the underground as well. 


Even after the cloud of dust had settled down, Tigre stared at 
Drekavac with a grave expression, and didn’t try to get close. 
With an opponent like this he couldn’t afford to discard his 
wariness. Besides, unlike humans, it wasn’t as though 
Drekavac’s voice wouldn’t be able to reach them unless they 
got close to him. 


“How many are there of your comrades?” 


There was a faint trace of light in Drekavac’s eyes. That 
seemed to be mere capriciousness of someone whose body 
was slowly getting seeped in death. 


"Would you believe my answer? J 


Those words didn’t come out of the huge dragon’s mouth, but 
resounded as the hoarse voice of an old man in the minds of 
Tigre and the others. It was quiet and felt dispassionate, but 
lacked any frailness. 


Tigre threw a new question at him, “Is it true that it’s your 
objective to remake the world?” 


"Hasn’t the goddess taught you anything? J 


The old man’s voice was tinged with emotions, albeit only 
faintly. It seemed as though he was amused. It wasn’t that 
Tigre was provoked by that, but while keeping a serious 
expression, Tigre replied, “My goddess is really unsparing. 
She told me to find it out by myself.” 


Drekavac didn’t answer right away. It wasn’t clear whether he 
was pondering about something, or if it was simply owed to 
him being about to run out of strength. 


After a time of around five breaths had passed, the demon 
muttered with a voice as if he was enjoying himself in some 
way, 'As expected, then... 


The rest of his words disappeared into darkness. Once the light 
completely vanished from the dragon’s eyes, his body lost all 
color in the blink of an eye. Its scales took on a color similar to 
mud, lost their hold and slid off, crashing against the ground 
and breaking into small pieces soundlessly. It was as if they 
had been made out of soil from the very start. 


When all scales had fallen out, the flesh began to crumble 
next. The legs lost their shape, and the tail fell apart into many 
pieces. One part after the other stopped maintaining its shape, 
and the whole turned into many piles of earth. The claws and 
fangs also broke apart, starting with the tips, as if they had 
been created by kneading flour together. Even the pools of 
black blood on the ground continued to shrink away as the 
blood evaporated. 


Tigre gazed at this spectacle, appearing to be out of this world, 
in a daze, unable to say anything. The expressions of Sofy, 
Elen who stood by lending Sofy’s shoulder, and Mila who 
walked their way while using her spear as a walking stick, 
were mostly no different from Tigre’s. 


Tigre lifted his face, letting his eyes wander across the vicinity. 
The corpses of the earth and fire dragons, which Elen, Mila 
and he had defeated, were still there. Only the remains of 
Drekavac were about to fade away. 


—TIf I remember correctly, Liza had said something similar, 
didn t she? 


Isgrifa 
Princess of the Thunder Swirl; Elizavetta Fomina was the 
only one among the living Vanadis who had witnessed the last 
moment of a demon. She said that the white ogre demon 
Torbolan turned into burnt black earth when he died after 
being defeated by Alexandra Alshavin, also known as Sasha. 


“T wonder, is it over with this?” Sofy said in a deliberately 
cheerful voice. 


Elen shrugged while separating from Sofy and standing on her 
own two feet. 


“That’s what I’d like to hope. If the comrades of this demon 
were close-by, they would have shown up long ago, I think.” 


“Still, what was the objective of this attack?” Mila knitted her 
eyebrows while staring at Drekavac who had turned into a pile 
of earth. 


As the wind blew, the heap of earth crumbled away in front of 
the four. Tigre and Elen looked at each other. 


“Maybe Saint-Groel? If it’s this place they attacked out of all 
possible options...” 


“That would mean they beat us to the punch before we could 
clear away the debris and investigate those underground 
tunnels, huh?” 


“Ts there something down there that would be inconvenient for 
them?” Sofy looked slightly doubtful. 


Tigre replied, “We discussed it a bit at the archive as well, but 
there was a drawing of Tir Na Fal in a passage leading to 
Saint-Groel. I don’t think it’s unrelated.” 


At that time they could hear the sounds of armors rattling 
echoing over from within the darkness. Tigre’s group turned 
their eyes in that direction. However, they immediately 
lowered their vigilance. The ones walking towards them were 
Governor Isidore, and a dozen soldiers following him. Some 
of them held torches with the flames flickering within the 
darkness. 


“Earl Vorn! And the Vanadis ladies as well! I see, you’re 
safe!” 


Isidore, who had confirmed that it was Tigre and the others, 
hurried over. Still, as one would expect, he swallowed his 
breath when he saw them being dirty and wounded due to the 
battle after getting closer. 


“Just what happened here...?” 


Being timidly asked by Isidore, Tigre’s group informed him of 
the attack by the dragons, and their demise. Their explanation 
turned Drekavac into the boss of the dragons. You might say 
that it wasn’t a wrong way to put it. 


“Dragons...” 


Catching sight of three dragon corpses, Isidore was apparently 
unable to say any more as he was deeply shocked. It was the 
same for the soldiers accompanying him. For them dragons 
were only beings appearing in fairy tales. 


During the explanation, the group around Lim and Rurick also 
came out of the inn. Given that the roars and sounds of 
destruction had ceased, they apparently got curious and 
ventured out to check the situation. Once Tigre and the three 
Vanadis heard that the inn’s guest as well Lim’s group were 
safe and sound, they thanked Lim, Rurick and the other 
soldiers for their effort. 


In the meantime Isidore had apparently recovered from his 
surprise. He had been silently staring at the dragons’ corpses, 


but eventually he breathed out deeply, showing that he had 
come to terms with the facts. 


“If you allow me to speak honestly, until just moments ago I 
had wondered what the heck was going on. Terrifying roars 
which were unimaginable to originate from beasts, the wall 
that looked like it had been crushed by something huge, many 
houses that were smashed into small pieces... I wasn’t sure 
whether I had wandered into a nightmare.” 


By just listening to Isidore, Tigre and the others understood 
what had happened in this city. Drekavac had three dragons 
enter the city from outside. Very likely for the sake of 
magnifying the chaos. 


Once Tigre realized the present state, his mind as a ruler 
started to race. Tigre frankly asked Isidore, who was looking at 
him with eyes full of admiration, “What’s are the damages? Is 
there anything we can do to help?” 


Isidore furrowed his eyebrows, pondering while staring at the 
dragons’ corpses. 


“Earl Vorn, do you believe that any more dragons will appear 
tonight?” 
“Since we killed their boss, I don’t think so, but...” 


Tigre’s response was evasive. If it came to taking on demons, 
many things were uncertain. 


“Can I have you stay and take a rest in this inn then? If new 
dragons were to appear, we wouldn’t stand any chance against 
them. At such a time I’d like to request your assistance.” 


I guess half of it are his true thoughts, and the other half is 
likely an indirect recommendation for us to take a break. 


Tigre exchanged looks with Elen and the others, and decided 
to take up Isidore on his offer. 


“By the way, why is only this place as bright as daytime?” 
Isidore looked up to the light in the air, which was brightly 
illuminating the whole place, with a mystified expression. 


Holding her golden staff in both hands, Sofy answered with a 
smile, “I can use a little spell...magic trick.” 


“Magic trick, it is?” Isidore looked back and forth between the 
light and Sofy in obvious confusion. 


While making her blond hair, which had become dirty during 
the battle, sway, the Brilliant Princess of the Light Flower 
retorted, “Iluminating all of Artishem is impossible, but if it’s 
at the level of one plaza, it wouldn’t be a problem. The 
anxieties and fears of people will be alleviated a bit as long as 
there’s light, I believe.” 


Isidore showed an inkling of hesitation, but that didn’t last for 
more than a single breath. 


“As long as that would be alright with you, Lady Vanadis, I’d 
like to request it by all means.” 


The other party wasn’t a suspicious spell caster, but a Vanadis 
of Zhcted. Tigre didn’t show any particular signs of 
interrupting either. That fact cleared away Isidore’s uneasiness, 
and bolstered his confidence. Isidore immediately led Tigre’s 
group to a plaza which had fortunately been spared by the 
dragons. Using her draconic art, Sofy illuminated the plaza as 
brightly as 1t was during the day. 


“You have my thanks, Lady Vanadis. Well then, let me ask you 
once more, please take a rest.” 


Entrusting the rest to Isidore, who expressed his gratitude 
while bowing his head deeply, Tigre and the others returned to 
their inn. 


OOo 


Around the time when Drekavac completely perished on the 
surface, a conclusion was reached underground as well. 
Without a change, the room was engulfed in darkness, but the 
air was thickly seeped with miasma. Cracks ran along the 
ceiling and walls, which also had quite a few holes of various 
sizes drilled into them. Debris was littering the floor. The 
fellow beings that couldn’t be counted as humans had clashed 
not withholding any of their hostility. One could already 
describe it as a miracle that the room hadn’t caved in. 


Vodyanoy had slumped down on the floor, skewered to the 
wall by Durandal piercing his bulky chest. His feet were 
sprawled to the front, and his arms were loosely hanging 
down, powerlessly. The black blood streaming out of his chest 
wound didn’t seem like it would stop anytime soon, and kept 
forming a pool around Vodyanoy. Only his two eyes hadn’t 
lost their cold gleam as they stared at Ganelon. 


‘It looks like Drekavac perished, doesn’t it?” Ganelon 
laughed scornfully while looking at the unmoving black lizard 
laying on the floor. 


Astonishingly, the flesh was gone from a part of Ganelon’s 
face, exposing the skull beneath. It wasn’t limited to just his 
face either. His left hand and right foot had also just their 
bones remaining. His hair was disheveled, and his clothes 
were torn at many spots, hindering them from performing their 
duty. Fatigue dyed the part of his face still covered by flesh. 


“You would have ended up in the same way, sooner or later. 
That means I just prevented the delay of an inevitable 
outcome.” 


Ganelon lifted the corners of his hanging mouth, forming a 
twisted smile. The small demonoid pushed his palm against 
the frog demon’s chest. 


Vodyanoy mocked his opponent with a hoarse voice, “You 
sure act as it was a breeze, Koschei. In spite of having been so 
desperate...” 


Wrath dyed Ganelon’s eyes. He stabbed five fingers deep into 
Vodyanoy’s chest. The frog demon leaked a pained groan, but 
he didn’t scream. 


“My name is Maximilian. Even though my appearance has 
become this unsightly.” 


Vodyanoy smiled dryly at the words of the demonoid who had 
fully suppressed his rage. 


“You thinking that you’re unsightly is owed to your half-assed 
state. Right now you aren’t even Koschei anymore.” 


“...1 guess we’ll leave it at that.” 


The smile vanished from Ganelon’s face. Vodyanoy 
quizzically narrowed his eyes due to that change. 


“Let me ask you before I devour you bastard. —-What was 
Drekavac scheming?” The demonoid demanded with a low 
voice. 


It had a timbre accompanied by a coldness and darkness that 
would make anyone shudder. 


‘““A smoke screen for Tigrevurmud Vorn and the Vanadis... 
That’s all fine and so on. What bothers me is why he had to 
play the vanguard.” 


If diverting the attention of Tigre’s group to Saint-Groel was 
the objective, 1t should have been fine even if Vodyanoy had 
gone to the surface. Rather, you might even say that Vodyanoy 
was more suited as he possessed the experience of having 
fought the current Vanadis’ many times, and also the ability to 
resurrect after death. And yet Drekavac went out to the surface 
as if it had been predetermined by fate. 


As far as Ganelon knew, Drekavac wasn’t a demon finding his 
enjoyment in battle. If he found himself in disadvantage, he 
would quickly retreat, and depending on the circumstances, he 
had no problem with letting his comrades die. He wasn’t cut 
out for this duty going by his personality. 


“T can’t believe that Drekavac wouldn’t realize that I’d devour 
you if it was only me and you remaining in this place. I 
actually thought that he had lured me into it because he set up 
some kind of trick, but...” 


Besides, not once during the battle did Drekavac ask for the 
help of Ganelon and Vodyanoy. Leaving aside whether 
Vodyanoy might have had the leeway to respond to such a call, 
it was still weird if you considered their original plan. In 
reality, Drekavac perished, and Vodyanoy was also about to 
perish after being eaten. 


Drekavac’s term smoke screen gnawed at Ganelon in a corner 
of his mind. It was something aimed at Tigre’s group, but was 
that really all? Wasn’t that also a term aimed at Ganelon? 


“Are you scared?” Scorn flickered up in Vodyanoy’s 
narrowed eyes. It should cause him a considerable amount of 
pain to talk because of Durandal, but the frog demon 
continued croaking as if it was nothing worth of notice, 
“You’ve been glossing it over with boring prattling, but in 
short, you’re scared because you don’t know what Drekavac 
thought, right? If that’s the case, draw in your horns without 
doing anything, and get lost.” 


It was a blatant provocation, but it strongly piqued Ganelon’s 
fighting spirit. In the first place, Ganelon had challenged 
Vodyanoy exactly because he was determined to show them 
that he would overcome any trick they might try to pull off. 


Black miasma rose from Vodyanoy’s chest as it was deeply 
gouged out by Ganelon’s fingers. The demonoid sucked up the 
faint amount of vitality remaining in the frog demon’s body. 
Probably because it was impossible for him to move due to 
Durandal, Vodyanoy didn’t resist. His burly arms and legs 
continued to dry out rapidly, and he watched how his own 
fingertips started to crumble away as if they were made out of 
sand with an unconcerned look. 


Ganelon watched Vodyanoy, puzzled. The one who had 
blocked his ways to move so that he couldn’t resist was 
Ganelon. 


Still, are these demons really that obedient when on the verge 
of their destruction? I believed that he’d pointlessly insult me 
to the bitter end, or unleash an attack after spotting an 


opportunity. 


The frog demon’s large body lost its arms and legs after they 
transformed into ash, quietly dropping to the floor. Suddenly 
only Vodyanoy’s right eye moved, staring at Ganelon. 
Immediately following, his head, altogether with the torso, 
crumbled away. 


Ganelon looked down at the ash that used to be Vodyanoy with 
an emotionless face. After a time of around three or four 
breaths, Ganelon lifted his face, and pulled Durandal out of the 
wall. While shouldering it, he turned his back on the pile of 
ash, and started to walk through the darkness. 


“Zheted next, huh?” 


A sigh escaped his lips. Ganelon had been in Zhcted last year 
in winter, but it only revived memories of him being fed up 
with the bitter, strong drinks. 


“No way around it. It’s for the sake of allowing the goddess to 
descend.” He persuaded himself. 


Of course it wasn’t for the sake of Drekavac and the other 
demons. Ganelon would have the goddess descend for his very 
own goals. 


“Only when I devour the goddess and absorb her power into 
this body...” 


With a thin smile playing on his lips, Ganelon quietly walked 
away within the darkness. What he left behind was emptiness. 


© 


At dawn the full extent of the damage Artishem had suffered 
became visible. The wall surrounding the city was almost 
completely wrecked. The main street was also crooked after 
being trampled down. Close to 50 buildings had been blown 
apart by the dragons. The casualties amounted to 
approximately 300. But then again, there was no doubt that 
this number would still continue to rise. 


Governor Isidore said so with a sad face when he visited 
Tigre’s inn and made his report. Because he had been pacing 
around the city all night, continuing to give instructions 
without rest, his face was ghastly pale. The shock apparently 
had doubled his fatigue. 


“Tt’s limited to such a low number of casualties because of you 
all. Allow me to thank you.” 


Tigre and the others couldn’t do much more but to bitterly nod 
at Isidore, who bowed his head deeply while smiling tiredly. 
Drekavac had attacked this city, targeting them. However, 
there was no meaning in divulging that fact. 


Just like last night, Tigre asked whether there was anything 
they could do. 


Isidore’s answer to that was something like that: “Can I have 
you depart from this city as scheduled then?” 


With the youth surprised, Isidore continued speaking with a 
serious look while maintaining his smile, “Safely sending off 
the delegation that stopped over is my duty. If we caused your 
arrival to be delayed, I wouldn’t be able to apologize to Her 
Highness the Princess and His Excellency the Prime Minister.” 


What he was saying was very reasonable. Not to mention that 
Tigre’s delegation was currently transporting ten wagons full 
of gifts. 


“Understood. I’m going to write a letter to the capital as well.” 
Tigre said, thinking that he should inform the royal palace of 
the situation in as much detail as possible from the viewpoint 
of a concerned party. 


He informed Isidore that he would send a letter to not only 
Regin and Badouin, but also Mashas. By doing that, Isidore’s 
honor would be likely preserved without causing Regin to be 
confused. Moreover, Tigre thought that he might get Mashas, 
who knew about the demons and Tir Na Fal, to investigate 
Saint-Groel. 


It would likely take quite a bit of time for the rubble in the 
hole of the city’s center to be fully removed in this situation, 
but it should still be requested as soon as possible. 


Exchanging a firm handshake, Tigre bid farewell from Isidore. 
Once Tigre tried to give him at least some pep talk, Isidore 
laughed, allowing for his indomitable will to peek through 
from within his exhaustion. 


“What, I was able to make this city revive once. So I just have 
to repeat the same.” 


Tigre saw off the black-haired governor with a look full of 
respect. 


Several days after leaving Artishem, the delegation arrived at a 
port city called Dieppe, located at the northern end of the 
highway, without any particular incidents. From here they 
would head to Zhcted’s Legnica by ship. 


The mayor of Dieppe welcomed Tigre’s group, leading them 
to the port first. Many ships were anchored at the wharf, which 
was crowded with several times more passengers than their 
group had, sailors, and seamen. The mayor said that Tigre’s 
group would board the two ships anchored at the furthest edge. 
They had apparently prepared two ships for the sake of 
allowing all horses and wagons to be loaded as well. 


“Once we have loaded everything that needs to get on board, 
you will be able to depart at any time. What would you like us 
to do?” 


Being asked so by the city’s mayor, Tigre informed him that 
they’d depart within the day without any hesitation. As soon as 
the preparations were done, Tigre and the others left Brune. 


Chapter 4 — Reunion 


As summer passed, Zhcted’s capital Silesia was bustling full 
of energy and busyness. Because autumn was short in Zhcted, 
people had to prepare for the winter while they still had the 
chance. Some bought up somewhat larger batches of firewood 
and oil, others made additional purchases of hemp cloths and 
pelts. Naturally, beverages that would warm the body from 


Vino Medowucha Vodka 
within — such as wine, mead, and strong drinks — were quite 
popular. 


“T just bought ten bottles of vodka for the coming winter.” 


“That’s a splendid dedication towards your preparations, but I 
wonder whether you’ll be able to seriously set them aside until 
winter.” 


In this season, the men told each other the amount of alcohol 
they had bought instead of normal greetings. Without any need 
for particular mention, there remained almost no alcohol 
unopened until winter. 


Fish and mutton pickled in salt were hanging down from the 
eaves of the many street stalls with vegetables and fruits 
bottled up in vinegar lined up on the stalls’ racks. Next to 
them, troubadours were strumming their three-stringed zithers, 
and clowns were flashily hopping around, all of them hoping 
that they might be invited for the winter, if they were to catch 
someone’s attention in this place. 


Most of the ships traveling along the Valta River, which 
streamed to Zhcted’s north from here, wrapped up their last 
trades of the year, and their crews booked extended stays in 
inns to pass the winter in the capital. After all, the river would 
freeze once winter came. There were also some crews 
hurrying to depart towards the ocean before the river turned 
into a bulwark of ice, but they were only few in numbers. 


The people of the capital spent peaceful days within that 
fervent hustle and bustle. They had heard the rumors about 
wars still going on in the neighboring Brune and Muozinel, but 
except for a number of merchants and mercenaries, most of the 
residents here considered all of these events taking place in 

far, distant and unrelated lands. They believed that their 
peaceful lives would continue indefinitely. 


None of them knew of the truly abnormal events taking place 
in the royal palace at this very moment. 


OOo 


Zhcted’s king, Viktor, was 62 years old. His skin had darkened 
and was mostly dry by now. His thin and seedy arms and legs 
were concealed by a luxurious robe. Many deep wrinkles were 
etched into his face, covered by gray hair and beard, speaking 
a tale of the many years he lived. As king, it might be fine to 
describe Viktor as a wise ruler. He never did anything that 
would make him stand out remarkably, but he was never 
especially cruel towards his subjects, he didn’t lose any of the 
wars against other nations, and two years ago, he grew 
Zhcted’s domain by obtaining the territory of Agnes. 


Most of Agnes was deserted and desolate land consisting of 
sand and rock, but the important part was Zhcted having 
obtained access to the ocean in the south. It was King Viktor’s 
precious legacy for later generations. 


“Recently, the times of rest have significantly increased for 
His Majesty.” 


It was around the time when spring came to an end that such 
whispers could be heard all over the palace. King Viktor 
lowered the workload handled by him in person, and started to 
spend the time he gained through this measure in his own 
room, the courtyard, and the saloon used for various 
amusements. 


The decreased share of work was handled by the Earl of 
Pardu, Eugene Shevarin. He was the man announced to 
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become the next king after King Victor at the Sun Festival. No 
one had raised objections to the old king’s decision, accepting 
Eugene with obvious relief. 


Eugene was 45 years old. He had a slender face with a long, 
gray beard growing down his chin. Because of his gentle look 
and his feeble-looking physique, one couldn’t feel much 
dependability from him. But, most of those serving in the 
palace knew of Eugene as a man with a strong conviction, and 
the backbone to openly speak with people, without minding 
their rank, should time and circumstances permit it to do so. 
King Viktor also trusted in his character and abilities, and in 
fact, Eugene easily took care of the work entrusted to him by 
King Viktor. 


While becoming a steady inhabitant of the king’s office in 
Viktor’s stead and scanning through the documents piling up 
in heaps, he carefully listened to various reports, and attended 
any meeting, no matter how small it might be, if he felt it 
necessary. 


Eugene was strict, but not severe. It happened rarely that he 
paid back failure with harsh punishments, and he made sure to 
give the other party a chance to restore their honor whenever 
feasible. Compared to King Viktor who gave others the 
impression that he was cool-headed, you could probably even 
say that Eugene was soft-hearted in many cases. However, 
Eugene didn’t change that attitude of his, and King Victor also 
let it be. 


On one occasion, a chief retainer complained to King Victor 
that there were some political measures, which the king had 
rejected and disapproved of in the past, but were now 
proceeding after getting Eugene’s permission. After listening 
to that complaint, the old king replied following: 


“T believe Eugene’s reign will be something he forms with his 
own hands, just like my reign had been something I formed 
with mine.” 


It wasn’t Eugene’s time to rule as of yet. Ultimately Eugene 
was no more than the successor of the reigning king. However, 


at this time Victor made such statement for Eugene’s sake, 
making sure of the future when he would rule Zhcted. 


Even today was the same with King Viktor being at the 
archive while leaving most of the matters to Eugene. No one 
besides him was in the huge archive that wasn’t any inferior to 
the one in Brune’s royal palace. His attendants were standing 
outside the archive. 


King Viktor was vacantly gazing at the scrolls and books 
lining up in rows on the bookshelves while sitting on a 
cushioned chair. Until he had entered the archive, he felt like 
looking through some books, but now that he was here, it was 
too much trouble. 


—Eugene is doing well in my stead. 


A wry smile surfaced on his face. Viktor was well aware that 
becoming king hadn’t been Eugene’s true desire. Even while 
feeling sorry towards his retainer who was his junior by 17 
years, the king frankly rejoiced that he hadn’t made a mistake 
in his judgment. 


—TIf not for Eugene, I might have declared Ilda as the next 
king, but... 


Ilda Kurtis was Victor’s nephew, the son of his younger 
brother. He’d turned 35 years old this year. He held the 
seventh rank in the kingship’s succession order, being above 
Eugene who was eighth. There were reasons why he had 
determined Eugene, and not Ilda, to be his successor. 


First, for the sake of emphasizing Zhcted’s friendship with 
Brune. Previously Eugene had served as negotiator with Brune 
over a period of ten years, managing to peacefully tie several 
treaties with them. His firm attitude was also highly evaluated 
by Brune. Because Ilda was governing Bydgauche in Zhcted’s 
north, his connections with Brune were weak. 


Second, he wanted Ilda to accumulate a lot more experience. 
Ilda was outstanding as a warrior and commander on the 
battlefield, but probably owed to that, he tended to lean 
towards a militaristic doctrine. 


—tThe cooperation with Brune cannot be allowed to fail for 
the sake of stabilizing Agnes as territory of my country. I'd like 
Ilda to get well-acquainted with Brune as soon as possible, 
but... 


As things currently stood, Victor could only entrust Ilda to rule 
over Bydgauche. He wanted Ilda to gain a view allowing him 
to keep all of the vast lands of Zhcted in sight. 


Suddenly he felt as if someone was secretly standing behind a 
bookshelf, and thus strained his eyes. However, what he had 
identified as another person turned out to be an iron-colored 
candle stand. Lightly breathing out as he believed that he had 
seen wrongly, the elderly king allowed his body to sink into 
the chair again. 


—Come to think of it, he liked books, didn t he? 


The figure of a man vividly manifested in the king’s mind. A 
man with an age of around 30 years, possessing blue eyes, just 
like Viktor, and light golden hair. He had a balanced physique, 
and a mysterious charm that would soothe the hearts of those 
seeing his smile. The man’s name was Ruslan. He was King 
Victor’s legitimate child, and the prince of this country. He had 
been knowledgeable of political and military affairs alike, 
strove to excel in military arts and scholarly education, and 
was well trusted by the chief retainers. 


—It’s been eight years since then, huh... ? 


Such a deep sigh escaped Viktor’s lips that it caused his beard 
to tremble. On a day, eight years ago, Ruslan suddenly 
succumbed to a mental illness, and set fire to the royal villa at 
the edge of the royal palace’s compound. Many people 
testified that Ruslan had acted no different from usual until 
just before the arson. They all said, he had called out to the 
soldiers in a friendly manner and enjoyed lighthearted chats 
with the chief retainers. 


Even now Viktor could clearly recall the shock he felt back 
then. Ruslan, as he was brought in front of him by the soldiers, 
seemed to not even recognize Viktor, his own father. Although 
he was looking at Viktor with his head tilted, Ruslan’s eyes 
were unfocused, not meeting his father’s gaze. With his hair a 


mess, he didn’t even attempt to fix his disheveled clothes. 
Drool dripped down from the edges of his mouth that mostly 
blurted out words that didn’t make any sense whatsoever. 


If he hadn’t been in front of the soldiers and officials, Victor 
would have doubtlessly shouted at his son. Instead, Victor had 
his son moved to his bedroom, deciding to watch his state over 
a period of several days. He had hoped that it’d simply 
progress into the direction of his son having drunk too much 
alcohol. Of course, the responsibility for setting the royal villa 
on fire was a heavy one, but as long as his sanity returned, 
Viktor could have his son make up for that. 


However, even after several days passed, there was no change 
in Ruslan’s state. On the contrary, reports that seemed to get 
increasingly worse reached Viktor. His son seemed to not 
know how to eat or excrete, he would tear clothes apart right 
away, if you took your eyes off him he’d start to scribble on 
the floor and walls, he’d slip out of his room and wreck the 
palace, he’d start to cry loudly whenever he was lightly 
scolded, and he’d talk in an intimate way to empty space... 


Victor put his son under house arrest in a certain temple of the 
capital. Back then, he was fully convinced that he couldn’t 
allow his son, who had veered off the normal path and fully 
lost himself in darkness, to be seen by other people. For 
around three years after his son’s confinement, Viktor decreed 
the temple to regularly inform him of Ruslan’s state, and also 
ordered one medicine, which looked like it might work, after 
the other. Medicines like the nut of a soul tree said to be 
inhabited by spirits, silver wine brewed in the far away 
Yalpha, and the pelt of a mythical beast said to allow recovery 
from any illness if you put it on. 


No one might have blamed Viktor for using the kingdom’s 
budget, but Viktor bought all of these, wasting his own 
fortune. He did so because he believed this to be an act to be 
done as father, and not as king. 


Him having ceased doing so after three years was because he 
got tired out from only receiving reports that nothing seemed 
to show an effect, no matter what he ordered, and because 
doubts welled up within him whether all those medicines 


didn’t actually have the opposite effect. Moreover, the fact that 
he was giving all these shady medicines to his son in 
succession caused Victor to be anxious and ruined him. He 
stopped being able to endure his son being treated like a 
human guinea pig. 


Afterwards, King Viktor had been living while trying to not 
think of Prince Ruslan as much as possible. He also felt that 
it’d be fine to limit the reports from the temple to once or 
twice a year. And yet, some part of him hoped for the good 
news that he wouldn’t need to disinherit Ruslan. 


Viktor wondered how often he had seen the dream that his 
grand chamberlain would urgently rush into his bedroom, 
waking him up and telling him that Ruslan’s health had 
recovered. But, at long last, he abandoned even that dream last 
year. Being aware of his own weakening body, he designated 
Eugene as the next king. With Eugene having the king’s 
backing, the royal palace was in the process of slowly shifting 
towards a system revolving around Eugene in the center. 


King Viktor sighed again. He had realized that he was chasing 
the traces of his son remaining all over the palace. This 
archive, the courtyard, and even the amusement saloon, in 
other words, all the places he would head to in his free time, 
were full of memories of his son. 


—TI'm still the king of this country. I should keep my dwelling 
in the past at moderate levels. 


That’s what he believed, but at the same time, another voice 
started to whisper to Viktor. 


—lIsn t it enough already? It might be a good idea to leave 
the rest to Eugene. 


Viktor shook his head, troubled. He was unwilling to yield to 
just one voice. Not long after, the old king departed the 
archive, but his feet didn’t take him to the audience hall or his 
office, but unconsciously led him to the courtyard. 


OOo 


It was around the time when the sun was starting to set in the 
west that King Viktor made his way for his own office. Eugene 
and Grand Chamberlain Milon were in the rather small room. 
The one ushering in the old king after opening the door was 
Milon. 


The chamberlain was 60 years old, and had been serving 
Viktor for a long time, just like Eugene. He was a man who 
had managed to reach his current position after having his 
plain work-style acknowledged. In his younger days Milon 
had a medium build, but nowadays his belly was sticking out 
quite conspicuously. 


At a glance, King Victor saw that a considerable number of 
documents had been stacked up on the office’s desk. King 
Victor accepted the chair offered to him by Milon, deciding to 
help Eugene with his workload. In lieu, Eugene politely 
expressed his thanks with a smile on his lips. 


The king, and the next king continued to read and process the 
documents one after the other while chatting with each other. 
Once again, Viktor felt satisfied with Eugene’s decisions. 


“Eugene, I leave this country in your hands.” 


King Viktor smiled broadly while having Milon prepare him 
something to drink. Eugene limited his reply to a silent bow, 
but gratitude, respect, and love towards his king were 
overflowing from his gentle expression. King Viktor picked up 
anew document, but then narrowed his eyes inquisitively. 


‘““An audience...?” 


The document was an application for an audience with King 
Victor by "Illusory Princess of the Hollow Shadowy 
Valentina Glinka Estes. It was apparently delivered at the 
palace just after noon today. 


—She says theres someone whom she’d like to let me meet, 
huh? 


What wondered him first was the question why that black- 
haired Vanadis was at the capital during this season. She was a 
Vanadis who would nonchalantly turn down everything while 
giving some kind of excuse, even if she was summoned by the 


palace. Moreover, what bothered him was the additional 
sentence stating, “I’d like you to clear the audience hall of 
people as far as possible.” 


Given that requests for audiences to be closed to the public 
came in regularly, it wasn’t anything unusual, but with 
Valentina being the other party, Viktor ended up thinking that 
she might be planning something troublesome. 


After pondering for a while, King Viktor gave his approval, 
including the disclosure to the public. For one thing, Valentina 
had definitely produced results in her cooperation with Brune 
this spring. Considering that, he couldn’t treat her coldly. 
Furthermore, matters that seemed like they could become a 
nuisance should be taken care of as quickly as possible. 


Then, at noon two days later, King Viktor met with Valentina 
in the audience hall which had been cleared from onlookers 
just as promised. The weather outside was sunny, and the hall 
was bright as the gentle sunlight of autumn poured in through 
the windows installed high up. 


Valentina was 23 years old. Her bluish black hair was long 
enough to reach her hips. Roses of many colors were weaved 
into her pure white, silken garment wrapping her body. At her 
feet, as she was kneeling with her head bowed, laid a long- 
handled scythe possessing deep crimson and jet black blades. 


Usually, it was absolutely forbidden to bring weapons into the 
audience hall. But, the Vanadis were considered an exception 
to that rule in Zhcted. After all, the draconic tools stood as 
symbols of the Vanadis. Next to her, someone who might be a 
man was kneeling in the same way. Might be a man because 
this person had their whole body clad by a robe with the hood 
low over their eyes, hiding their face. However, just going by 
their physique, one could think that they were a man in the 
prime of his life. 


After waiting for Valentina to finish the conventional address, 
King Viktor told her, “Lift your faces.” 


Only Valentina followed his words. 


The old king openly asked her, “Is the person next to you the 
one you wanted me to meet? What’s their name?” 


“Before telling you his name, I think I'd like you to see his 
face.” Valentina replied, and after getting Viktor’s permission, 
stood up. 


Helping the man to get up as well, she pulled back the hood 
with careful movements, revealing the face of a man beneath. 


King Viktor widened his eyes, and spontaneously rose half to 
his feet from the throne as he stared at the man. Light golden 
hair, and eyes as blue as his own. His cheeks having fallen in 
and him having lost weight in comparison to the person from 
Viktor’s memory made the king feel the flow of eight long 
years. 


Valentina announced the man’s name with a smile, “His name 
is Ruslan.” 


Having gotten up from his throne, Viktor silently stared at 
Ruslan for a time of around 30 breaths. Eventually, he 
breathed in and out several times as if gasping for air, and then 
asked Ruslan several things with a trembling voice. All of the 
questions were about incidents in the archive, events on the 
courtyard, and memories of the now deceased queen. Among 
them were also some things only Viktor and Ruslan knew, but 
the man, who should have turned 38 by now, answered all of 
them accurately with the brilliance of reason and nostalgia 
dwelling in his blue eyes. He had a cheerful attitude, and his 
voice was steady as well. 


On the next day, King Viktor gathered all his chief retainers in 
the audience hall, announced the return of Prince Ruslan, and 

declared the prince to become his successor. The royal palace 

was plunged into shock and confusion as it greeted the season 
of autumn. 
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It was ten days after Prince Ruslan’s return to the royal palace 
that Ilda Kurtis, the nephew of King Viktor and current Duke 


Bydgauche, visited Silesia. As soon as he entered Eugene’s 
room in the palace, he started to shout at the room’s owner. 


“Lord Eugene! Just what hell is this about!?” 


“Lord Ilda, I can hear you loud and clearly without you yelling 
at me.” Eugene responded with a calm expression and tone. 


His attitude only pissed off Ilda even further. 


“Shouldn’t you be more angry at this than anyone else...!? As 
if...as if such foolishness would be okay! The title of next 
king isn’t anything handed out so lightly, is it!?” Ilda rattled on 
with his shoulders trembling and his fists tightly clenched. 


He didn’t even try to sit down on the chair offered to him by 
Eugene. Because Ilda owned a tall, trained figure and a finely 
chiseled face tanned by long exposure to the sun, his whole 
appearance possessed quite the intensity, but Eugene actually 
felt comfortable around him. These two were brothers-in-law, 
as Ilda’s little sister was Eugene’s wife. 


“But, if we consider the righteous path, His Highness Ruslan 
is the proper heir, isn’t he? His Majesty never disinherited His 
Highness. That makes His Highness the legitimate successor 
as His Majesty’s descendant. It stands to reason that he would 
return if his sick mind has been cured.” 


“How can you say with certainty that this isn’t just a 
temporary lapse? His sickness has lasted for eight years now.” 


“T think that’s disrespectful, Lord Ilda.” 


Eugene answered no more than that. Or to be precise, he didn’t 
have any other reply he could give here. It was questionable 
just how many people in the current royal court harbored the 
same belief as Ilda. After all, Ruslan had been gone from this 
place for eight long years. 


“Same can be said about His Majesty. Why, just why did he 
make such an important decision on a whim..!? Shouldn’t it 
have been possible to choose after watching the situation for a 
year or two?” 


“Lord Eugene, you must be fully aware just how much His 
Majesty loves His Highness.” 


Eugene, who had been serving close to King Viktor since his 
time as a prince, fully understood as much. Even in his eyes, 
Ruslan was bright and intelligent, making it only natural for 

King Viktor to fawn on him. 


Ilda had been staring at Eugene with a face betraying that he 
couldn’t hold back his rage any longer, but he dropped his 
shoulders, sighed deeply, and sat down on the chair after 
bowing. 


“T know. I apologize for having pressed you for answers in 
such a way. However, personally, I can’t agree with this. I plan 
to eventually tell my thoughts about this matter to His Majesty, 
whenever I find an opportunity.” 


This was a frankness as it was very typical of Ilda. When 
Eugene nodded, his younger brother-in-law said, “By the 
way,” and asked him something that had been bothering him, 
“do you know the person who had brought His Highness 
Ruslan to the palace, Lord Eugene?” 


“You also know her well. It was a Vanadis — Lady Valentina. 
She healed His Highness’s mind, which had been lost in deep 
darkness, and brought him to the palace. Given that she has 
only told His Majesty just how she managed to achieve this 
feat, I can’t tell you any further details, though...” 


Ilda listened to Eugene with a frown scrunching up his face. 
When Eugene finished, he secretly hardened his resolve to 
personally get down to the bottom of this matter. 


OOo 


Eugene was renounced as next king, but in reality, he felt 
relieved about this. He was happy about the old king’s trust, 
but in the end, kingship was too much of a burden for him. 


It'll be fine if I can simply keep supporting Ruslan as one of 
many retainers, was Eugene’s take on this. However, the 
repose allowed to Eugene didn’t even last a dozen days. 


One day, several days after he had talked with Ilda, Eugene 
was summoned by King Viktor. The old king met Eugene in 
his parlor. After bowing to the king, who offered him a chair 
with a carefree smile, Eugene sat down, and secretly examined 
the king’s face. 


—lIs it just my imagination? It looks like he has visibly aged 
all of a sudden in the last few days... 


In addition to a decrease in his meals, the old king often stayed 
away from the throne. It seemed to Eugene as though King 
Viktor had rapidly declined, seemingly because his tension had 
relaxed. 


“Eugene, there’s something important I must tell you.” 


Surprise dyed Eugene’s face when the king addressed him by 
his name, and not his title of Earl Pardu. An important talk at 
this point in time can only revolve around how I can support 

Ruslan, I suppose. 


However, the next words by King Viktor shocked Eugene. 


“You know Valeri, don’t you? He’s Ruslan’s son. I want your 
daughter to become that boy’s wife.” 


Eugene stared at King Viktor with a stupefied look. His tongue 
had become numb, and his voice didn’t want to come out due 
to the excessive shock he had suffered. Without losing his 
smile, the old king continued to speak of it as if he had come 
up with a wonderful proposal for Eugene. 


“You have been a big help to me since my time as prince. I’d 
like you to continue helping Valeri and Ruslan with your wits, 
wisdom, and above all, your temperament, in the future. 
Eventually, when Ruslan has become the king, you will be the 
father-in-law of the prince.” 


The flames of the imposing fireplace installed in the parlor 
burned brightly, sufficiently heating up the temperature in the 
room. And yet, Eugene experienced such a strong shiver that 
he felt nauseous. The sweat drenching his forehead was by no 
means owed to the room’s temperature. 


Eugene’s wife was Viktor’s niece. If he were to become the 
father-in-law of the young prince on top of that, many people 


wouldn’t remain silent. Eugene wondered why the king would 
willingly sow the seeds of chaos at the royal court. 


—What has happened to His Majesty... ? 


He had no doubt about King Victor saying this out of good 
will towards himself. He might have a guilty consciousness 
about having deprived Eugene of his title as next king for 
Ruslan’s sake. However, the King Viktor as Eugene knew him 
wouldn’t do something so inconsiderate. 


“If I remember correctly, your daughter should turn 14 this 
year? Valeri is 10 years old. I doubt there will be any problems 
with an age difference of merely four years.” 


“It is just as you say, Your Majesty.” With his mouth finally 
being able to move again, Eugene answered while making a 
strenuous effort to bring his breathing back in order. 
“However, Your Majesty, leaving aside the parties concerned, 
we must ask His Highness Ruslan about his opinion on this...” 


“T will talk with Ruslan on my end. You certainly aren’t 
against this, are you?” 


Even if it had reached the point that the king had previously 
left most of his official duties to Eugene, and now to Ruslan, 
Viktor was still the king of Zhcted. Being told of this in such a 
way, Eugene had no choice but to obey. After all, it’d be a 
great honor for him, if he accepted these terms. 


© 


The sound of the wind and waves were continuous 
companions, only interrupted at times by the cries of sea birds 
joining the cacophony as they sailed through the sky. Thin 
clouds were sketched onto the azure firmament which 
continued endlessly, and seemed to melt with the ocean in the 
far distance. 


Lim stood on deck, gazing at the sea as it held the ship in its 
iron grip. She was wearing a white overcoat above her bluish 
military uniform because she had heard that it’d be cold when 


traveling the ocean. In reality, she didn’t feel like it was all that 
cold, but that might be because it was still daytime with the 
sun rays warming the air. 


It was the second day since the ships had left the port of 
Dieppe. Going by their schedule, they should arrive at Lipna, 
situated in the principality of Legnicia, in another three days. 


There existed reasons why Lim stood on deck by herself. For 
one, she was curious about the ocean, she witnessed for the 
first time in her life, on her very first ship ride. Yesterday, 
when they had boarded the ship, Lim was busy, ordering 
Zhcted’s soldiers around, inspecting their luggage, and 
confirming their future plans. When she had some time for 
herself at last, the sun had already set. This morning she had 
the leeway to finally gaze at the sea. 


The other reason stemmed from her consideration towards 
Elen. Lim was well aware that Tigre and Elen didn’t have 
much of a chance to be by themselves during this journey. 
Thus she wanted to create such an opportunity for them. 


— Still, even though this is such a big ship, it’s swaying quite 
a bit, isn t it? 


With this being her first ship voyage, Lim was surprised by the 
ship swaying left and right as it was hit by wind and waves. 
She made a full round across the deck while looking at the 
towering masts, the huge sails tied to them, and the many 
halyards, before suddenly spotting a person standing a dozen 
steps ahead of her, and thus stopping her feet. 


Standing next to the ship’s side, Tigre gazed out onto the sea. 
It was odd for the youth to be by himself, but what bothered 
Lim above that was the pained look on his face. 


“Lord Tigrevurmud, do you feel bad?” 


Being spoken to, Tigre looked back at Lim as if having only 
noticed her just now. 


“No, I just don’t have many nice memories when it comes to 
ships.” Tigre answered with a bitter smile while shaking his 
head. 


For the youth, this was the third time he had boarded a ship. 
The first occurrence was his voyage from Zhcted to Asvarre, 
and the second when he returned to Zhcted. He had enjoyed 
his first voyage because of Olga and Matvey. Matvey had told 
them various kinds of stories, triggering feelings of admiration 
in Tigre and Olga. His second ship voyage was a disaster. 
Being attacked by Torbalan in the dead of night, they suffered 
many casualties. Although Tigre barely managed to retaliate 
against Torbalan with an arrow, he fell into the sea, lost his 
memories, and was washed ashore in Lebus. 


Lim had also heard of the events of that time. She quietly 
walked across the deck, positioning herself next to Tigre. 


“Please feel at ease. Eleonora-sama, Ludmila-sama, and 
Sofya-sama are with us. It’s impossible that we would lose, no 
matter what might show up.” 


After looking at Lim’s face, slightly astonished, Tigre relaxed 
the tension on his face, and laughed. 


“You're right. Besides, you’re with me as well, Lim.” 


“T can’t hold a candle to the Vanadis, but I’m still happy that 
you rely on me.” A smile formed on Lim’s lips. After this, she 
changed the topic. “What did you talk about with Olga-sama 
and Sir Matvey?” 


“Let’s see. We spoke about Asvarre, and also about ship 
stories, I suppose. Come to think of it, Olga had been quite 
unsocial when I met her for the first time. Well, it might be 
inevitable since she had been wary of Matvey and me... Yep, 
she was kinda like you’ve been in the past.” 


While turning around with his back leaning against the ship’s 
side, and pointing a finger at the mast and sail, Tigre spoke of 
that time, clad in aura of nostalgia. Lim also leaned her back 
against the ship’s side, and listened to the youth. Sometimes 
she secretly cast a sidelong glance at Tigre’s face, and smiled, 
obviously feeling relieved. 


I wonder, since when have I started to consider this young 
man, who seems to have fun, to be adorable? In the past he 
saved my life, but I dont think that this was the trigger. I feel 


like the accumulation of small, daily occurrences has 
continued to rear the affections in my heart, little-by-little. 


Suddenly, a strong gale blew across the sea, causing the boat 
to partly roll. Probably because she had been absorbed with 
her own thoughts, Lim reacted belatedly. She lost her balance 
and her body crossed the ship’s side. Her matte blond hair and 
the overcoat were whirled up by the wind blowing from the 
sea, and her feet separated from the deck. 


She believed that she would fall into the water. 


But, in the next instant, a strong hand grabbed Lim’s body and 
pulled it back onto the ship. Her overcoat, which had come off 
due to the wind’s force, danced through the air, and dropped 
down at a distant place. Having fallen with her back on the 
deck, Lim raised her face while bearing the pain, just to 
encounter the youth’s face right in front of her. Nervousness 
and relief dyed his black eyes. 


After repeatedly gasping, recovering her calm to some degree, 
Lim finally noticed Tigre’s and her postures. They youth was 
pushing her down, with his right hand tightly grabbing her 
butt, and his left her breast. Lim’s face dyed red, with her eyes 
looking awkwardly. Seeing her look, Tigre apparently realized 
what his hands were holding onto, and separated them in a 
hurry. 


“Sorry...” 
“No, I’m the one who was saved by you. Umm, thank you...” 


Lim intended to reply with her usual tone, but she couldn’t 
help noticing how her own voice sounded shrill and nervous. 
She ended up averting her eyes, not looking at Tigre at all. 
What confused her the most was the missing feeling of 
discomfort. 


“Can you stand, Lim? Should I fetch you some water?” Tigre 
asked while worried about the tongue-tied woman. 


Lim only managed to squeeze out, “Please,” while still 
avoiding to look at him. 


Alongside a, “Got it,” his footsteps continued to grow distant. 


With clumsy hand movements, Lim tried to touch the place on 
her chest, where she had felt Tigre’s hand just now. After 
pressing her hand against it for a short moment, she fervently 
shook her head as if to wipe away the image that had surfaced 
in her mind. She hung her head, as she muttered, “How 
despicable,” with a sigh. 


Still, when Tigre returned holding a porcelain cup filled with 
water, Lim had recovered her usual, unfriendly expression. 
She gave him her thanks with a dispassionate tone, accepting 
the cup. 





“This is the northern sea, huh?” Damad stared at the deep blue 
sea, his arms folded, as he stood on the deck. 


“Ts it the first time for you to experience it, Muozinel?” Gaspar 
spoke up to him. 


Only he and Tigre actually talked with Damad among those of 
the delegation. Damad threw a glance at Gaspar, but what he 


found in his black eyes wasn’t anything similar to hostility, but 
sheer curiosity. 


“T know the southern seas quite well. What about you?” 


“T’ve got no clue of any seas other than this one here? How’s 
the southern sea different?” 


“The southern sea is sometimes stormy as well. But, P’ve 
never heard about it freezing over.” 


However, them being deeply moved by ship and ocean in such 
a way only lasted until the morning of the second day. As they 
quickly didn’t know what to do with their time in the 
afternoon, they started to kill time in various ways. This much 
was unavoidable since passengers hadn’t much more to do 
than gazing at the sea, unlike the sailors. 


First they began playing skittles atop the deck. It was a game 
where they competed against each other on how many of the 
nine pins, standing upright, they could topple over by throwing 
a ball. However, with the balls going amiss due to the 
occasional swaying of the ship, and upon the complaints of the 
sailors about tripping over said balls, that game was banned. 
Even gambling using dice was immediately suspended as it 
wasn’t much of a contest with everyone kicking up a fuss over 
the faintest vibration of the ship. 


“Sir Head Delegate, do you have any idea?” 


For that reason, Gaspar and Gerard visited Tigre in the 
morning of the third day, lining up in front of him. Incidentally 
Gerard was carrying a hemispherical 3-stringed zither. 


“T believe it would be fine to have the men endure, seeing how 
it’s merely three more days, including today, but quarrels and 
brawls breaking out because of this would be a major pain.” 
Gerard commented sarcastically as he plucked a string, 
causing a jingling. 


Tigre and Gaspar frowned as they understood from just this 
sound how much he sucked at it. 


“Does it look like quarrels and brawls could occur?” 


Upon Tigre’s question, Gaspar smiled bitterly, “It’d be fine if 
they had something to do, but currently they’re bored. Also, I 
can’t say this too loudly, but...” 


Lowering his voice, Gaspar continued that there were some 
among the delegation’s men, looking at Elen and the other 
women, ranking them in regards to who was the most beautiful 
and who possessed the most sex appeal. Not to mention the 
three Vanadis, Lim and Titta were both beautiful women, too. 
Moreover, those five were the only women on their two ships. 
You might say that it was only natural for such talks to crop 


up. 
“The Vanadis ladies and Lady Limalisha are people from 


Zhcted. I’m pretty sure Zhcted’s soldiers won’t be overly 
happy if they hear of this.” 


Gaspar not referencing Titta might be his judgment that there 
was no need for him to expressly spell it out. And in fact, 
Tigre’s face had turned sullen as he listened to Gaspar’s 
explanation. 


“It’s inevitable, no? They’re bored. And people with too much 
time on their hands get funny ideas.” Gerard said coldly, and 
played his zither again. 


Tigre sighed. Then he let his eyes wander to the left and right 
with a serious expression, and quietly asked the two other 
men, “Elen and the other women haven’t found out, have 
theyecc?” 


“Wouldn’t they be the first to storm in here to complain about 
it to you, Lord Tigrevurmud, if they had? Then again, 
someone like Sofya-sama might turn a blind eye on it and 
laugh it off.” Gerard replied with an unconcerned look. 


Next Gaspar stated his reasoning, arms folded, “Ludmila-sama 
would unmistakably turn up at your place, Your Lordship. 
However, I think she would forgive them if you were to rub 
your forehead against the floor. Very likely it would be the 
same for Lady Limalisha.” 


“Eleonora-sama might be kind enough to disregard it as well, 
but I wouldn’t be surprised if she punished a few of them to 


make an example. Wouldn’t we be able to have her leave it at 
the level of throwing the men into the ocean?” 


Once Gerard commented in such a way again, Gaspar added 
with a gleeful expression, “Also, Tigre, allow me to tell you, 
not as your deputy delegate, but as your older brother. If you 
wish to punish those who looked at Titta with such eyes, Ill 
handle all of it for you. You just have to embrace her closely 
and beam a smile on her face with your words.” 


The two really grasp things quite well, Tigre admired them 
over such a weird aspect. However, their talks had completely 
digressed at this point. 


““...80, you two don’t have any ideas how to keep the soldiers 
from getting such ideas?” Tigre asked after pulling himself 
together. 


In response, both shook their heads simultaneously. Tigre 
folded his arms and pondered how things went on his own first 
ship voyage. 


—Back then, I thought that I must look after Olga, and 
Matvey told me various stories as well... 


“Hmm. Is there no minstrel on this ship?” 


Gaspar tilted his head in confusion, and Gerard shook his. It 
was because of their lacking experience in ship voyage that 
neither of the three had thought of allowing minstrels to board 
the ships. 


“Let’s hold a tournament then. We will split the soldiers into 
teams of ten people, and let’s see... have them compete on 
which team can tell the most interesting stories. There’s no 
problem with offering a monetary reward at the level of 
drinking money for the winners.” 


“T see. It sounds like that could get us through the remaining 
few days.” Gerard approved. 


Gaspar also nodded deeply. “Very well, let’s spread the news 
right away.” 


This had quite the effect. Not just the members of the 
delegation, but even the soldiers of Zhcted participated, 


forming several circles on the deck and reciting all kinds of 
stories. Many of those stories were boring, recounts of things 
they had heard elsewhere, or similar, causing jeering to flitter 
about, but even those things were fun for them, showing just 
how bored they were. 


In the end even Tigre, Gaspar, Gerard, Rurick, and Damad 
were begged to join by the delegation members and Zhcted’s 
soldiers, causing things to get exciting even after the sun had 
set. Especially Damad’s stories were fairly popular among the 
men. Although he didn’t know anything but common stories 
any Muozinel would know, they were fresh and new to the 
Brunians and Zhcteds, just like Tigre had admired the tale of 
Shahryar. 


Even Damad didn’t feel bad about earning applause and 
favorable reactions, and thus recited one of the stories he knew 
after the other. 


However, there was one story more popular than any of the 
others. It was a ghost story titled “The Man Shooting Eerie 
Arrows Following you to the End of the World” by Rurick. 
Although Tigre felt quite glum about it, as might be expected, 
he accepted his fate, and got through this with a strained smile. 


By the way, the women around Elen couldn’t join these 
circles. They were denied participation by the men. Even Tigre 
didn’t try to invite Elen and the others. 


“Tt can’t be helped, can it? I mean, it’s hard for men to recount 
vulgar stories with women being around, right?” 


“The soldiers of Zhcted would probably wither away in front 
of a Vanadis.” 


Elen and Mila said while revealing wry smiles, and decided to 
freely spend their time until the arrival in the port city of Lipna 
in their own ways. 


Sofy possessed an abundance of knowledge on topics from 
various fields, and with five people they had just the right 
number to enjoy playing cards or darts, allowing them to stave 
off any boredom with ease. 


On the evening of the third day, Lim called Mila and Sofy to 
her room. The unsocial adjutant and the two Vanadis faced 
each other with a table, affixed to the floor, between them. 


“You said there’s something you want to talk about?” Sofy 
asked with a gentle smile. 


Next to her, Mila was silently scrutinizing Lim’s expression. 
Although Lim was regarded as a close friend by them, she was 
in a position that summoning Vanadis to her would be 
normally far beyond her station, if not for something very 
important. However, the reason why she had called the two 
was a private matter. 


Sternly instructing herself in her mind that she mustn’t falter, 
Lim spoke up, “It’s a request. I’d like you two to refrain from 
teasing Lord Tigrevurmud too much.” 


“What do you mean?” Mila narrowed her eyes, confronting 
Lim with a chilly voice and gaze. 


Lim’s body cramped up. Her blond hair, bound at the left side 

of her head as it spilled down, swayed faintly. Lim breathed in 
and out lightly, continuing her words while remaining as calm 
as possible, “I believe you might know that Lord Tigrevurmud 
is in a relationship with Eleonora-sama.” 


“Yes, With Titta as well,” answered Sofy. 


“If you consider Lord Tigrevurmud’s position as a fief’s lord, I 
think it’s only natural for him to also be in a relationship with 
Titta. I’m well aware that both were harboring strong feelings 
of love for each other. Can’t you please limit it to gently 
watching over those three?” Lim pleaded, bowing so deeply 
that her forehead almost hit the table’s surface. 


Mila and Sofy looked at each other, then the blue-haired 
Vanadis asked with a sullen voice, ““Were you asked to do this 
by Eleonora?” 


Lim lifted her face, and shook her head, “No, I’m asking you 
out of my own volition.” 


“T guessed as much. Elen is no one who would ask her to do 
something like this.” Sofy smiled wryly, placing a hand 
beneath her mouth. 


Lim grimaced slightly, “What do you mean by that?” 


“T don’t mind answering, but please answer me just one 
question first. Say, Lim, what would you do if you were 
insistingly asked by Tigre to become his concubine?” Sofy 
asked with mischief gleaming in her beryl eyes. 


Lim felt dumbfounded at first, then her cheeks flushed red. 
Usually she was putting much effort into appearing calm and 
composed, but now she slurred her words. 


““W-W-What a-are you S-s-saying?”’ 
“T don’t believe I’ve asked you anything unusual, though.” 


“There’s no way that Lord Tigrevurmud would say something 
like that!” Lim refuted with her voice raised. 


Even as she was staring at the two Vanadis, two incidents 
vividly surfaced in a corner of her mind. One was her 
conversation in Nice’s royal palace. When Elen had asked her 
whether she had no one she considered as a potential partner 
for love, a certain youth had crossed her mind. The other was 
yesterday’s incident when Tigre had saved her on deck. Lim 
had been pushed down by him on the spur of the moment. 
Even though she had felt surprised and embarrassed, no anger 
welled up in her for some strange reason. On the contrary, she 
was nervous when looking at the youth’s face from a place 
much closer than usual. 


Judging to be at a disadvantage here, Lim aborted the 
conversation. But, even after the two others left, Tigre’s figure 
and the word concubine didn’t want to vanish out of her mind. 


Two days later, the ships arrived in Lipna, just as scheduled. 


OO 


“How nostalgic.” Tigre squinted his eyes at the sight he could 
overlook from the wharf. 


Sailors were hurriedly unloading freight from ships that had 
only landed, and in reverse, others were storing cargo onto 
anchored ships. Yet others were chatting lightheartedly in 
groups while eating grilled fish and shellfish. A place bustling 
with life and noise. 


““You’ve been to this town in the past, haven’t you Tigre?” 
Elen asked while gazing at Lipna from next to the youth. 


Tigre nodded, “I met Olga in this place. I told you previously 
about Matvey, didn’t I?” 
Bardiche 

"Moon Princess of the Roaring Demon; Olga Tamm who 
wandered from place to place as she didn’t have any 
confidence in herself as Vanadis, and Matvey, a sailor with 
bountiful experience, who enjoyed the deep trust of the now 
deceased Sasha — Alexandra Alshavin. Tigre believed that he 
was able to safely finish his journey in Asvarre, precisely 
because these two had been with him. 


Putting on a smile and curtly answering, “I see,” Elen stared at 
the townscape of Lipna while allowing for sentimentality to 
dye her red eyes. She had a single, cherished memory of this 
town. One year ago, Elen had nursed Sasha in this place. She 
somehow managed to share a final memory with Sasha during 
the little time that was left to her. Even now she could clearly 
recall Sasha’s fleeting smile. 


Of course, Sasha’s grave wasn’t to be found here. She had 
been buried close to the governmental residence of Legnicia. 
A tombstone recording her achievements had been erected 
there. 


OOo 


They were reluctant to part, but two days after they had 
arrived in Lipna, Tigre’s party left the port town. The youth 
was the chief delegate of the envoy, and couldn’t extend their 
stay out of personal feelings as such. The mayor of Lipna, 
Dmitrii, was an acquaintance of Elen, and welcomed Tigre’s 


party warmly. Moreover, Tigre was able to reunite with 
Matvey. 


“Long time no see, Matvey.” 


“Ever since that winter, was it? It pleases me above all to see 
you sound and healthy.” 


When returning from Lebus to Leitmeritz during last year’s 
winter, Tigre had met him again. Back then, both had talked all 
night long, rejoicing over each other’s safety. Matvey was now 
in a position of serving Dmitrii as assistant — “due to the 
course of events,” if you were to listen to Matvey on this. 
Dmitrii himself explained, “He was highly evaluated for 
having gone all the way to Asvarre.” 


“It looks like both of us can’t have it our way, doesn’t it?” 
Matvey shrugged his shoulders with a laugh. 


With Elen and Tigre in the lead, the delegation headed east 
along the main road. Dmitrii had sent messengers to the cities 
and towns ahead of them, telling them that this would avoid 
big confusions to occur whenever they visited those places. 


On that occasion, Tigre and Elen questioned Dmitrii about the 
new Vanadis of Legnicia. 


“T haven’t met her yet, but she’s called Figneria. I have heard 
that she’s capable as a ruler, and excels even as a warrior. I 
hear she’s being evaluated quite highly at the governmental 
palace.” 


Ultimately Dmitrii stuck to stating what he had heard, 

avoiding making any personal comments. Given that Elen 
knew him to be such a man, she didn’t inquire any further. 
However, the name Figneria strangely stayed on her mind. 


OOo 


It was slightly before noon that Legnicia’s governmental 
residence came into sight in the distance. Its facade, piling up 
sand-colored marble with white marble mixed in, caused Tigre 
to feel a faint sorrow alongside nostalgia. Last year around this 
time he had visited this residence on his way to Asvarre, and 
met with Sasha. The time he had talked with her was short, but 
it remained in Tigre’s memory as a precious encounter. 


Sasha wasn’t of this world anymore, and the current master of 
that palace was the Vanadis chosen by the draconic tool 
Bargren 


“Figneria, was it? I wonder what kind of person she is.” Tigre 
casually chatted up Elen who rode a horse next to him. 


But, not only didn’t Elen answer, but she didn’t even try 
looking in his direction. She was staring at the governmental 
palace with a frown unusual for her. 


‘“‘Eleonora-sama?” Lim called out to her lord from behind. 


Because of that, the silver-haired Vanadis finally snapped back 
to her senses. Noticing Tigre’s stare, she shook her head as if 
to pull herself together. 


“Were you lost in thought.” Tigre asked carefully while also 
heeding in mind, Or maybe she remembered Sasha. 


Elen shook her head once more, “Sorry for making you worry. 
It’s nothing important. It’s just that I remember having heard 
the name Figneria somewhere before.” 


Lim’s face stiffened up a bit upon Elen’s words. Mila butted 
into the conversation, “I don’t think that it’s such a rare name, 
but it’s nothing you need to mull over, is it?” 


“You’re going to meet her very soon, so it’s no use even if you 
worry about it, Elen.” Sofy said to cheer Elen up. 


Both knew that Elen and Sasha had a relationship of calling 
each other bosom friends, and thus they believed that Elen 
might harbor complicated feelings about Legnicia’s new 
Vanadis they hadn’t met yet. 


“You're right. I probably worry too much.” Elen relaxed her 
expression at last. 


Once she nonchalantly touched the longsword at her waist as 
if to erase her hesitation, a soft breeze gushed out of it, gently 
caressing her hair. Elen called two of her soldiers, and sent 
them to the palace to announce their arrival in advance. 


Around half a koku later, the party arrived at the governmental 
palace. 


OOo 


An unexpected person welcomed Tigre’s party in the hall right 
after they entered the governmental residence. 


‘“—T_ong time no see, Tigre.” 


Eyes like black pearls, and light red hair barely reaching the 
shoulders. Her lovely face with its traces of childishness was 
almost expressionless, but it was obviously so because she was 
doing her best to conceal her happiness. 


“Oh, Olga!” 


As soon as Tigre yelled out with a mix of surprise and joy, 
Olga Tamm lightly kicked off the floor, leaping straight for the 
youth. Tigre caught her small, delicate body in an embrace, 
and Olga gladly buried her face in his chest. 


On top of her white garment with its loose hem Olga wore a 
reddish tunic adorned with a shawl looking like a fox pelt. A 
necklace connecting round beads of various colors lay on her 
chest while emitting a dull radiance. The red hat on her head 
had been embroidered in the same design as her tunic. Beads 
that were strung together were dangling at the edges of her hat. 
A somewhat small ax, her draconic tool Muma, was stuck in 
the belt tied around her waist. 





“Yeah, the last time was at the Sun Festival, wasn’t it? 
Everything fine on your side?” 


Upon Tigre stroking her head above the hat, Olga narrowed 
her eyes, seemingly feeling ticklish. At that point, she looked 
up to Tigre with a puzzled expression, as if having noticed 
something. 


“Tigre, your scent changed somewhat?” 


“Ts that so? I can’t really tell myself, but well, many things 
happened.” 


Tigre brought his nose close to his left arm, trying to sniff 
himself. It wasn’t as though he stank or anything. But then 
again, Olga also silently cocked her head to the side, 
apparently not understanding it herself either. 


Afterwards Olga formally greeted Elen and the others. All of 
them returned the greetings, Elen and Mila with expressions 
lacking much of an interest, Lim with a totally frozen 
expression, and Sofy and Titta with broad smiles. 


“By the way, why are you here, Olga?” 


Olga’s governed territory, Brest, was situated in the west of 
Zhcted. Thus it was necessary for her to literally cross the 
whole country to reach this place. 


Olga concisely replied to Tigre, “I came to meet the Vanadis of 
this place.” 


“So the same as us, huh?” Elen nodded in understanding. 


Considering Brest’s location, it might be only natural for 
Olga’s visit to be around now. 


“She told me that she wanted me to wait for a bit since your 
group would soon arrive, so I waited.” 


“Certainly, it might be less trouble if she entertains all of us at 
once, but...” Mila looked slightly dissatisfied. 


Sofy giggled, “It makes sense. I think I’d do the same as long 
as I didn’t hear anything about the attending Vanadis being on 
bad terms with each other.” 


In response to her words, Elen and Mila looked at each other 
in annoyance. They recalled what happened when they met for 
the first time. Tigre and Lim got ready to get in-between those 
two due to the dangerous air wafting between them. However, 
the strained atmosphere dispersed before anything else 
happened. Elen had expected that Mila might say something to 
her, but Mila pouted and averted her eyes without a word. Elen 
looked somewhat disappointed, but not planning to go as far as 


provoking the other Vanadis, she stared at Mila with a 
bewildered expression. 


It was right then that a male attendant showed up from the 
corridor, informing them that the preparations for the reception 
were finished. Tigre’s group walked through the long corridor, 
guided by him. 


“Ts it fine for me to have the privilege of extending my 
greeting as well?” Titta asked Tigre timidly. 


The youth nodded with a smile, “It’s alright. If anyone says 
something, Ill deal with it.” 


I dont know what kind of temperament Figneria has, but if 
she’s open to a talk about the demons, it'll be better for Titta to 
be present, Tigre assessed. Besides, in a situation like this, I’d 
like to keep her within sight, if possible. 


Tigre asked towards the back of the attendant walking in front, 
“By the way, what kind of person is Lady Figneria?” 


“She is a wonderful person.” He answered without looking 
back — in a tone making it clear that any further questions were 
unwanted. 


Tigre’s group was led to a spacious parlor. A brickwork 
fireplace had been installed at a section of the wall, and a 
chandelier shining in dark gray was suspended from the 
ceiling. A huge carpet was laid out on the floor. A table and 
the appropriate number of chairs, all made out of walnut 
wood, had been set up in the center of the parlor. The chairs 
had armrests, and were decorated with beautiful ornaments. 


A single woman stood close to the table. Her glossy, black hair 
was long enough to reach her waist, spilling down so as to 
hide her left eye. A black attire with an elaborate design of a 
falcon stitched onto it wrapped up her well-toned body. Two 
small swords were visible at the belt coiled around her waist. 


For an instant Tigre wondered whether a shadow was standing 
there. But this wasn’t just owed to her completely black 
appearance. Another reason was her suppressing her own 
presence to such an extent. 


That shadow swayed lightly, releasing a flat voice, “Welcome 
to Legnicia.” 


Those words allowed Tigre to perceive her as a human, and 
not as shadow as he had initially assumed. He gazed at the 
woman with a dumbfounded expression. 


—So this is Figneria? Doubtlessly she’s older than me — 
around 24 or 25, I'd say. But her aura is completely different 
from that of Sasha. If I had to give it a name, a bird of prey 
preferring to hunt alone. 


Such was the impression Tigre harbored of the black-haired 
Vanadis standing silently in front of his eyes. Of course he was 
fully aware that it was a folly to judge another person by just 
their outward appearance and aura. 


“Nice to meet you. I am Tigrevurmud Vorn.” 


Just when Tigre bowed towards Figneria, Elen pushed her way 
through from behind. Her eyes widened in shock and her 
clenched right hand trembling slightly, she directly stared at 
Figneria. 


“Fine...” A horse whisper escaped Elen’s lips. 


The black-haired Vanadis addressed as Fine dispassionately 
responded without even the slightest twitch of her eyebrows, 
“T wonder how many years has it been since I was last called 
by that name. It’s been a while, Elen, and Lim as well, hasn’t 
it?” 
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Figneria pulled her eyes off Elen, turning them to Elen’s blond 
adjutant standing behind her. Just like Elen, Lim also stood 
stock still with shock dyeing her expression. 


“Why, are you...” 


Lim’s voice completely lacked its usual calm. She barely 
managed to squeeze out those few words. Figneria answered 
by silently touching the scabbards of the small swords hanging 
at her waist. 


Returning her gaze to Tigre, she said, “I still haven’t 
introduced myself to you. I’m Figneria Alshavin.” 


“You...” Elen’s voice was tinged with anger, a fierce gleam 
shining in her crimson eyes. 


At once Tigre extended his hand from the side, restraining her 
right arm. Taken aback, Elen looked back at the youth. 


Using the opportunity, Sofy stepped forward in a very natural 
manner. Lining up next to Elen, she lightly bowed at Figneria 
with a smile on her lips. 


“T’m glad to meet you. I am called Sofya Obertas, the one 
chosen by Light Flower, and entrusted with the land of Polesia 


by His Majesty King Viktor. It is a great honor to be able to 
make your acquaintance.” 


The voice of Sofy softened the atmosphere in the parlor. When 
Mila and Olga, and furthermore Titta had finished their 
greetings, even Elen and Lim had recovered their wits. 


“——’m Eleonora Viltaria, chosen by Silver Flash, and granted 
the territory of Leitmeritz by His Majesty the King.” 


“My name is Limalisha. I’m serving Eleonora-sama as 
adjutant.” 


The two suppressed their voices as much as possible for them, 
finishing their greetings. Figneria gave a short reply. 


“You’ve grown up quite a bit, you two.” 


“Why...did you become a Vanadis...?’’, unintentionally spilled 
out of Elen’s mouth. 


Why are you, one holding the family name Alshavin, of all 
people the lord of Legnicia with Luminous Flame Bargren in 
your hands? For Elen it was a shock as if the fields of her 
irreplaceable memories were cruelly ravaged to ashes by 
roaring flames. 


“You as Vanadis should understand. These guys told me to 
become a Vanadis.” Figneria lightly tapped the two blades at 
her waist with a scornful laugh. “Rather than that, it’s our first 
meeting in several years. I’d really like to listen to how things 
went for you. —Did you manage to fulfill Vissarion’s 
dream?” 


It was a mockery so blatant that it was even obvious to all 
others besides Elen and Lim, making Mila, Sofy, Olga, and not 
to mention Tigre feel repulsion towards Figneria. 


“You...!” Elen’s voice swelled as she brushed Tigre’s arm 
aside in rage, her eyes gleaming with bloodthirst. It was filled 
with so much wrath that it seemed as if it could cause the air in 
the room to explode. 


“Don’t take Vissarion’s name into your filthy mouth!” 


“Elen.” Lim promptly grabbed Elen’s left arm. 


Elen came to her senses from the unexpected pain and her 
name being called out. Lim had ended up putting too much 
strength into her hold because her emotions were all worked 
up as well. 


After Mila and Sofy smoothened things up, Tigre’s group left 
the parlor while making sure to surround Elen who was still 
fuming terribly. 


OO 


After exiting the governmental residence, Elen and the others 
headed over to the cemetery where Sasha had been laid to rest. 


“Lim, I wonder, could you give us an explanation?” Sofy 
asked Lim, keeping her voice low. 


Of course it was about Elen and Lim’s relationship with 
Figneria. Even though Titta restrained herself, Tigre, Mila, and 
Olga also looked at Lim with eyes demanding an answer. 


—Something must have happened during their time as 
mercenaries. 


Even Tigre, who knew only fragments of Elen’s past, couldn’t 
imagine it to be anything else. He was pretty sure that it must 
have been quite a bad incident, considering the unusual 
intensity of Elen and Lim’s anger. When he looked at Elen’s 
back as she walked several steps ahead of the rest, it teemed 
with an abnormal level of wrath. At such times it was better to 
not talk to her. 


“It’s something from before Eleonora-sama became a 
Vanadis.”’ Lim indifferently explained while gazing at Elen’s 
back. “Eleonora-sama and I were mercenaries. I became one at 
the age of 13, but Eleonora-sama had joined the mercenary 
band ‘Silver Galey long before me. Its leader’s name was 
Vissarion. For Eleonora-sama he was something similar to a 
foster father, but——” 


At that point Lim made a short pause. She had to rally a fair 
amount of self-restraint to speak of the conclusion. 


“He was killed by Figneria on a certain battlefield.” 


“Did she use some underhanded means or something?” Mila 
asked calmly. 


Lim shook her head, “If she had used such a method, neither 
Eleonora-sama nor I would have merely watched on at that 
place.” 


A rage she couldn’t fully suppress oozed out of her voice. 
Mila brought the conversation to an end with a short thanks. 
No matter how anyone thought about it, it was a bad idea to 
trigger Lim any further by continuing this topic. 


While they had been talking, the group arrived in front of 
Sasha’s grave. The gravestone itself was simple, engraved 
with Sasha’s name and a short sentence depicting her as a 
warrior and splendid ruler in her role as Vanadis. Someone had 
placed a bunch of flowers in front of her grave. 


The anger tangible from Elen’s back vanished. Just for now 
she forgot all about Figneria as her heart was likely fully 
occupied by her memories of Sasha. Once she offered a silent 
prayer to the gods, the silver-haired Vanadis turned on her 
heels and left. 


Tigre, Lim, Mila, Sofy, Olga, and Titta prayed to the gods, 
standing in front of the grave. While asking the gods to grant 
peace to Sasha’s soul, Lim remembered a certain encounter. 


—FP lease, I’d like you to watch over Elen. 


The bedridden Sasha had asked Lim. It was an event that took 
place two years ago. Back then Lim hadn’t anticipated that this 
would be her last conversation with Sasha. 


—I promise I'll give it my all, as incompetent I might be. 


Lim offered the same words as back then to Sasha’s soul. It 
was a pledge, a responsibility of the living to be accomplished 
in stead of the dead. 


Lim sensed that Elen would sooner or later fight against 
Figneria. It was unavoidable for her to realize. After all it 
wasn’t just Elen who desired that battle. She was sure that she 
would need to fight Figneria at such a time. She didn’t think 


that she would be able to win, but Lim couldn’t think of any 
other way to give Elen as much of a chance of victory as 
possible. 


© 


Figneria breathed out lightly in her office after the group 
around Elen had left the governmental residence. The presence 
of the silver-haired Vanadis had caused her to remember 
various of her past transgressions and deeds, triggering a 
feeling of irritation in her. 


—TI’m completely acting like a little lass. How stupid and 
childish of me. 


She had thought that she would be able to deal with them a lot 
calmer. After all, Vissarion shouldn’t be more than one of 
many enemies she had cut down in the past. And yet, when 
she saw Elen and Lim straightforwardly glare at her with eyes 
full of genuine hatred, Figneria became unable to restrain an 
urge welling up within her chest. 


—Do I wish to fight against Elen? 
The black-haired Vanadis asked herself. 


Most likely that’s the case. Otherwise I wouldn t have gone 
along with such a childish provocation. But, why do I want to 
fight her? 


I suppose it’s because Elen is Vissarion’s "Daughters . Their 
lacking blood relationship is no problem. What matters here is 
whether she has the will to inherit Vissarion’s dream. And 
going by the fact that Elen and Lim have stayed together, that’s 
obviously the case. In short, they have inherited Vissarion’s 
dream. 


“Aren’t you happy?” Figneria muttered towards someone not 
of this world any longer. A faint smile formed on her lips. 
However, she immediately erased it, tightening her expression. 
“However, I don’t know how things will turn out.” 


Figneria was certain that she would need to fight Elen, sooner 
or later. 


Tt's highly unlikely that she will remain obedient forever with 
me being so close by. But, I dont have the slightest intention to 
allow her to kill me off just like that either. If it comes to a 
fight, I intend to crush Elen with all my power. 


“Don’t give me so much trouble,” she mumbled while lightly 
tapping the two swords at her waist. The two blades quietly 
answered their mistress with a glow of their blades. 


© 


Ilda Kurtis stayed in the capital without returning to his 
territory Bydgauche, his distrust and irritation growing 
stronger by the day. Almost every day he frequented the royal 
palace from his nearby mansion. It wasn’t as though he had 
any business with anyone during his visits. He merely paced 
around the grounds, occasionally taking a rest in the gardens 
or courtyards. Whenever someone spoke up to him, he gave a 
cordial response. 


While doing all that, he had kept his eyes open so as to not 
miss a single occurrence taking place in the palace. What he 
noticed at once was the change of the officials serving there. 
The personnel gathered by Eugene during this year all left the 
capital after receiving new orders. The orders themselves were 
all proper, consisting of them visiting several towns as 
inspectors, or examining the bridges and fortresses positioned 
at key points of Zhcted, but it still bothered Ilda. 


When he looked deeper into it, he grasped that all the officials 
dispatched to various places within the country had been 
instructed to stay on-site even after finishing their duties, and 
to limit their activity to only sending regular reports. 


“Doesn’t that simply mean that they’ve been driven out of the 
capital under the pretext of orders?” 


Moreover, one new official after the other was assigned to the 
palace following Prince Ruslan’s selection. All of them were 


unknown or — even if they originated from some influential 
noble family — inconspicuous third or fourth sons, but as they 
carried out the tasks assigned to them without any problems, 
the governmental affairs kept going as usual. 


“They are all commendable, but just when, where, and how 
did His Highness Ruslan find them?” 


It was impossible that a man, who had been confined in a 
temple until just the other day, would have had the opportunity 
to go around looking for skilled personnel. Besides, there was 
one more issue worrying IIda. 


Ruslan fell ill eight years ago. Until then he was loved by 
many people for being a bright, openhearted prince. Among 
those idolizing Ruslan were many who deeply trusted the 
prince’s character and abilities. They had been recognized as 
potential supporters of Ruslan’s reign in the palace in the event 
Ruslan were to become king. And yet, not a single of them 
could be found among the new appointees. 


Of course that wasn’t overly strange either. During those long 
eight years, they had given up all hope for Ruslan, and 
distanced themselves from him. It might be inevitable that 
Ruslan harbored reservations towards them. 


—But, is that really the case here? 


Ilda couldn’t rid himself of the doubts gnawing at him. He 
started to believe that the new officials might have been 
assigned to their posts not by Ruslan, but someone else. And at 
the time he was considering that option, Ilda’s eyes were 
drawn to the Vanadis always staying close to Ruslan. 
Shervid 

"Illusory Princess of the Hollow Shadow, Valentina Glinka 

Estes. 


The one who had brought Ruslan to the royal palace was that 
very Vanadis, and it was said that she stuck to him like a 
shadow ever since Ruslan had started to spend his days in the 
palace again. 


“Shouldn’t Lady Vanadis soon be returning to her own duchy 
— Osterode?” 


Some people were murmuring that, but not only didn’t Ruslan 
show any signs to separate from her, he even allowed her to 
accompany him wherever he went. Despite that, no one could 
regard those two as having a romantic relationship. 


“They look as if a young child is walking while being led 
around by its mother’s hand.” 


Many people had such an impression. But, of course, they 
couldn’t voice it out. Valentina never went any further with 
Ruslan than needed either. When Ruslan took a rest, she 
moved to another room, and once the sun set, she retired from 
the royal palace, returning to her own mansion in close 
vicinity of the palace. 


The people, doubting the relationship between Ruslan and her, 
investigated Valentina countless times, but they hadn’t found a 
single evidence that would prove anything. 


In his exasperation, Ilda finally requested an audience with the 
king. Around one month had passed since Ruslan had been 
nominated as the next king. 


King Viktor received Ilda in the parlor. Ilda felt a pang of 
sadness that it wasn’t the king’s office, but what bothered him 
much more was the unusually relaxed expression of the king 
as he had deeply entrusted his body to the sofa. 


—Is His Majesty planning to leave everything to His 
Highness? 


When he thought that he might be the only one wrestling with 
such internal conflicts, Ilda felt disgust and that it was too 
much to bear. 


However, the odd one out here might be me. Welcoming the 
king of the next era, Ruslan, the royal palace has started to 
systematically move like a carriage driving across stone 
paving. I wonder, is it the proper attitude as a retainer to hold 
doubts and look full of distrust on something that ought to be 
an auspicious event? 


—-No, I must bring it up. If there’s no one else who speaks of 
it, it’s my duty to do so. 


Ilda was the son of King Viktor’s younger brother. If he didn’t 
say anything, who would? 


“Your Majesty, there is something I’d like to inquire about by 
all means.” 


“Go ahead.” 


“Your Majesty, do you truly believe that His Highness Ruslan 
will be able to continue governing Zhcted?” 


It was a blunt question, very typical of Ilda, despite him being 
aware that it was disrespectful. King Viktor didn’t condemn 
him for it, and instead tilted his head to the side, looking 
surprised. 


“It’s been one month since Ruslan returned to the palace. 
There haven’t been any problems in particular, right?” 


“I’m aware of that. But, isn’t 1t extremely unnatural?” Ilda 
tenaciously hung on, clenching his fists. “His Highness’ 
absence lasted eight years. Eight years, I tell you. Even I 
wouldn’t have said anything if he had stated that he chose this 
timing to return to the palace while catching up on various 
things after recovering over the previous year.” 


Seeing how this triggered a weak reaction from the king, Ilda 
put even more power into his voice, “However, according to 
the stories, he visited the palace immediately after having 
recovered.” 


“Ruslan is——” Suddenly the old king spoke up. Taken aback, 
Ilda waited for the continuation. However, the faint hope he 
had embraced was bitterly betrayed, “Ruslan is an excellent 
son. He has been endowed with a far larger capability to rule 
than me, ever since his childhood. I don’t think that a break of 
merely eight years matters here at all.” 


“Merely, you’re saying...?” Ilda became speechless out of 
shock. 


He judged that the king had finally lost his ability to make 
sound judgments. Without the slightest sign of paying heed to 
Ilda’s murmur, Viktor said, “Duke Bydgauche, please keep 
supporting Ruslan and Valeri in the future.” 


Valeri was Ruslan’s son. He had only been two years old when 
the prince fell ill. It was said that King Viktor had locked up 
Valeri in a room of the palace, not allowing him to meet with 
anyone. Possibly the king had feared that Valeri might become 
like his father. 


Ilda bowed deeply, and after taking a short breath, wrung out, 
“T shall dedicate all the military prowess and loyalty I have to 
offer.” 


Right afterwards, Ilda took his leave as he didn’t know what 
else he could say to the old king. 


—I guess I should get the soldiers ready so that they can be 
moved at any time when the need arises. 


Ilda assessed while walking through a hallway of the palace 
with a haggard expression. But, shaking his head, he expelled 
that thought. 


—lIsn t that as if I’m expecting His Highness Ruslan to 
commit some error? 


Duke Bydgauche didn’t notice that there was a person gazing 
at him while standing in the garden, which the duke passed on 
the side without paying any attention to it. 


Oo 


It was several days later that Duke Bydgauche, Ilda Kurtis, 
lost his life. It was said that he missed his footing when going 
down a flight of stairs in the palace, falling down all the way 
to the bottom. Ruslan received the notification in his office. 


“TI1da has... I see.” 


The 38-years old prince sighed deeply with a sad look, and 
had the civil officials withdraw, promising to give them their 
instructions later. Then he turned around to the sole person 
remaining in the room, the black-haired Vanadis standing close 
to him. 


“Tina, what should I do?” 


“Let’s first send a messenger to Bydgauche.” Valentina 
answered, putting on a mournful expression. 


Ruslan wondered whether her sadness was truly heartfelt. 


“We will summon the oldest son of Lord Ilda to the palace, 
and have him inherit while using that opportunity to also hold 
the funeral ceremony. In the name of Your Highness. I think 
it’d be fine to assign Lord Eugene as his guardian. Lord 
Eugene is Lord Ilda’s younger brother-in-law, and he’s well- 
versed in the matters of the royal palace.” 


“Okay, I got it. Let’s do it like that at once.” 


Ruslan called the civil officials back, and instructed them, 
following Valentina’s suggestion. Seeing the face of Ruslan, 
who didn’t manage to erase his gloominess, the officials fully 
sympathized with Ruslan’s grief. 


“I1da was...,” muttered Ruslan all of a sudden, “Ilda was far 
stronger and superior in martial arts than me. Though, I guess 
that doesn’t matter any longer.” 


The officials bowed deeply, and left in order to swiftly carry 
out their orders. 


OOo 


Eugene was at his mansion in the capital when the news of 
Ilda’s death reached him. Since a messenger of Ruslan had 
shown up around the time when the sun was about to set, he 
had thought that something might have happened, and then 
was told this surprising piece of information. 


“No way...” 


Standing stock still in the middle of the saloon where he had 
welcomed the messenger, Eugene only managed to whisper 
that before falling into silence. 


Ilda had visited Eugene’s mansion every three days for close 
to a month now. Given their positions, both had only few 
people they could talk with about what was to come. Eugene 


and Ilda were supposed to support Ruslan while staying at his 
side in the near future. Drinking wine and enjoying a good 
meal with Ilda were one of the rare opportunities allowing 
Eugene to relax. At least Ilda never told him things close to 
flattery like, “It’s a true shame that you lost the throne.” 


Ever since that day, Ilda had never again mentioned anything 
about what he had told Eugene back then. Hearing that Ilda 
had lost his life, Eugene felt more shaken than usual. 


“It’s only reasonable to be surprised about this. After all it has 
happened all too suddenly. His Highness Ruslan is in deep 
mourning as well.” The messenger said with a tone that felt 
dispassionate. 


Eugene pulled himself together and breathed out deeply. Either 
way, he knew he had to head over to the palace. He sent the 
messenger back, telling him to pass on that he would come to 
Ruslan right away. 


While calling his servants, and having them prepare a change 
of clothes, Eugene abruptly recalled how Ilda had been 
suspicious of the palace. 


If Ilda, the royal princes son and Duke Bydgauche, had 
openly opposed Ruslan, his clout might have turned into 
someone Ss problem that couldn t be ignored. Wary of that 
possibility, that person might have taken his life while making 
it look like an accident. 


Shaking off this unresting speculation, Eugene quickly got 
ready, and left the mansion together with two of his servants. 
As he looked up, he could see gray clouds lurking in the 
eastern sky where the sun was about to vanish. /t looks as if 
dark clouds are shrouding the path I’m about to walk, it 
appeared to him. 


Chapter 5 — Gray Skies 


Feeling oddly nostalgic, Tigre stared at the townscape of 
Royal Capital Silesia. 


“T sure hadn’t expected to come back here so soon.” 


It was at the beginning of this year that he had received the 
report about Sachstein’s army having invaded Brune. The 
capital which had been brimming with the liveliness of spring 
back then, was now filled with signs of autumn. Without a 
doubt, Tigre’s next visit to this land would have taken place 
many years into the future, if nothing had happened. 


Tigre’s party kept walking along the main road leading to the 
royal palace. 


“As expected, they seem to be confused.” Elen commented 
next to Tigre while letting her eyes wander across the hustle 
and bustle. 


“Is that so? I couldn’t really tell.” 


“Makes sense. But, it’s only natural for us to comprehend as 
much, right?” Mila said. 


Her face was tinged with tension as if she was wary of 
something. Once Tigre looked back, he saw that the usual 
smile had disappeared from Sofy’s face as well. 


“Prince Ruslan, eh...?” 


Tigre and the others had heard the story about Prince Ruslan 
recovering from his mental illness after having spent many 
years in a temple. You could only describe it as reasonable for 
the people to be bewildered while rejoicing over this 
auspicious event at the same time. 


When Tigre’s party arrived at the palace, they reunited with 
someone unexpected. 


“Long time no see... Umm, Tigre.” 


The one haughtily standing close to the gate with her arms 
folded, which pushed up her bountiful chest, was Elizavetta 


Fomina, commonly known as 
Isgrifa 


Princess of the Thunder Swirly . She wore a dress that 
heavily relied on purple colors. The jet-black whip hanging at 
her hip was her draconic tool, Valitsaif. 


“Liza! You were at the capital?” Tigre called her by her pet 
name, his face shining in happiness. 


Liza widened her eyes, and cast her bright red face down. 
Anyone looking at her would immediately understand that she 
was trying to hide her happiness and embarrassment. After 
leaving a pause of around two breaths, Liza looked back at 
Tigre, and then exchanged a handshake with him while her 
eyes with their different colors, which earned her the title 


Laziris 


Rainbow Eyes, , teemed with joy. 


“Having heard that you’d come, I waited for you at the palace. 
It’s great that it only took two days.” 


Afterwards, Liza reluctantly separated her hand from Tigre’s, 
and shook the hands of Elen and the others, too. Her 
expressions changed as quickly as the hands did: a 
complicated one for Elen, one with a certain amount of respect 
for Sofy, and one as if looking at a friend after having had a 
small argument for Mila. 


When she pulled her hand out of Sofy’s, Liza nonchalantly 
looked at Tigre’s face. Next her eyes shifted to Elen, standing 
next to him. She sensed a vague feeling of discomfort. But, 
while unable to identify the reason for this feeling, Liza also 
shook Lim and Titta’s hands. 


Just going by her position as Vanadis, there was no need for 
her to shake hands with them as the one standing above the 
two. However, Lim was Elen’s adjutant, and Titta served Tigre 
as his maid. This was all Liza needed to know. 


While gently grasping Titta’s hand, the red-haired Vanadis 
casually asked, “There’s something I'd like to ask...did 


something happen between Tigre and Eleonora?” 


She had asked, believing that this obedient, pure maid would 
be very likely the easiest target to draw out a reaction, but the 
effect of her question went far beyond her imaginations. With 
surprise and confusion dyeing her hazel eyes, Titta’s face 
paled, and she shook her head, obviously unsettled. This 
convinced Liza that something must have happened in fact. 


—I wonder, what would be good to say at such occasion? 


Liza gazed at Tigre and Elen, reflecting confusion and faint 
sullenness in her golden right and blue left eye. She was still 
pending on what to feel about Elen. They didn’t share a 
relationship allowing her to ask about the details either. 
However, she couldn’t suppress the childish feeling that it was 
sneaky for something having apparently happened between 
Elen and Tigre before she could make a move welling up 
within her. 


“Say, Urs.” Liza addressed Tigre in a casual manner. 


The youth, and in addition, Mila reacted to that nickname, 
looking at the rainbow-eyed Vanadis. Liza giggled. 





“Ah, excuse me. My bad.” 


Even though she was well aware that her behavior was 
childish, Liza got a slight feeling of satisfaction out of it. Elen 
frowned, lightly glaring at Liza, but as might be expected, she 
didn’t do anything beyond that. 


While walking together through the hallways of the royal 
palace, Liza informed Tigre’s party of the recent events in the 
capital and at court, but what caused the biggest surprise to the 
youth was Ilda Kurtis’ death. And on top of that, the fact of it 
being an accident. 


“That...Lord Ilda has...?” Tigre failed to continue. 


Just like him, Elen was also surprised. Liza, who told them 
about it, donned an expression filled with grief, owed to her 
close friendship with Ilda. 


Tigre once again recalled the duke who had boldly approached 
him at the Sun Festival without dwelling on his past defeat. 
The youth considered it regretful that he wouldn’t be able to 
meet him anymore, and whispered a prayer to the gods for 
him. 


OOo 


The audience with King Victor didn’t come true. 


“I’m terribly sorry, but the condition of His Majesty’s health 
has not been all that good most recently...” An elderly man 
called Grand Chamberlain Milon told Tigre, obviously 
disclosing a secret. 


He had invited only Tigre from among the envoys to a guest 
room, and explained the circumstances there. 


“T understand. I shall offer my prayers to the gods for His 
Majesty’s quick recovery.” Because of his bad condition, Tigre 
couldn’t be unreasonable. He altered his approach and asked, 
“Sir Milon, would you be so kind as to take charge of our gifts 
then?” 


“No, His Highness Ruslan will handle this.” 
Tigre tilted his face to the side as if he might have misheard. 


“Pardon me, if I’m misunderstanding something, but I have 
heard that His Highness Ruslan recuperated from his illness 
just recently, so...” 


“That is correct. But please do not worry. His Highness has 
been running the governmental affairs without any issues 
while supported by many people. Could I have you wait for a 
few days? I shall personally convey your message to His 
Highness.” 


Going by Milon Ss expression and tone, it’d be hard to believe 
that hes joking. Fairly excellent officials must be working 
under Ruslan, Tigre assessed, and thus replied, “I leave it in 
your hands.” 


Just then someone knocked on the door, calling for Milon 
from the other side. Milon bowed in apology for making Tigre 
wait, and walked towards the door. No sooner than exchanging 
a few words with the other party, he returned to Tigre with a 
smile betraying his surprise. 


“T have great news for you, Your Lordship. It looks like you 
will be able to meet His Highness in person soon.” 


OOo 


Accompanied by his deputy delegates Gaspar and Gerard, 
Tigre stepped into the audience hall. Military officers and civil 
officials formed lines on the left and right side, and a single 
man sat on the throne in front of them. He possessed light 
blond hair and blue eyes, looking to be somewhere in the 
middle of his thirties. Moreover, next to the man stood 
Valentina Glinka Estes. 


“You’re Earl Vorn, huh? I’ve also heard of your various 
achievements on the battlefield.”” The man’s voice was 
cheerful, clear, and carried well within the audience hall. 


His expression was lively, and there was a sparkle to his eyes. 
Tigre proceeded up to a predetermined distance from the 
throne, and went down on his knees. 


“My name is Tigrevurmud Vorn. It is a great honor for me to 
make your acquaintance, Your Highness Ruslan.” 


“That is definitely a long name for a Brunian. Doesn’t it cause 
you trouble in your daily life?” 


Being asked something completely unexpected, Tigre 
reflexively lifted his head, staring at Ruslan. The prince 
slightly leaned himself forward as he sat on the throne, waiting 
for the youth’s reply with a smile curling his lips. 


“It is the name of my ancestor... I have those close to me 
address me as Tigre.” 


“That’s much easier to remember. Would you allow me to use 
that name on unofficial occasions as well?” 


“It would be my pleasure...” Tigre barely managed to squeeze 
out. 


Next to Ruslan, Valentina stifled a laugh by covering her 
mouth. For Tigre it took already all effort to not allow his 
manners to slip. 


“Please allow me first to thank you once more for having 
willingly dispatched your soldiers to our country for the battle 
against Sachstein. I’d like you to pass on to His Majesty King 
Viktor that we only managed to repel the enemy forces 
because of the strenuous efforts of Leitmeritz and Osterode’s 
military forces.” 


Once Tigre had said everything else he was tasked to, he had 
the soldiers of the delegation, who had stood on standby 
outside the audience hall, carry in the gifts. Ornaments such as 
rings and bracelets, handiwork and armors adorned with 
jewels, fabrics splurging on their use of multi-colored silk 
threads, pearls and rubies stuffed into chests, pelts, golden 
cups, and many other items brightened up a corner of the hall 
with their sparkling, causing the array of officers and officials 
to sigh in admiration. 


“Our country’s ruler, Her Highness Regin, wishes for our 
countries to flourish prosperously while walking hand in hand 
into the future.” 


“You're right. I’m pretty sure that His Majesty will reply to 
this wish in a way that should give you a peace of mind, but 
currently he’s resting. We shall prepare rooms for you and 


your retinue in the guest house located at the palace’s outer 
perimeter until His Majesty has recovered.” 


Tigre bowed his head once more. 


He’ a magnificent prince with clear articulation and proper 
mannerism. It doesn t look like he had been ill for eight years 
at all. But I wonder what Lord Eugene is thinking about this. 


Tigre had spoken to Eugene for a bit during the Sun Festival. 
He was a gentle person who had offered prayers for Tigre’s 
parents, and someone Tigre wanted to meet by all means, if he 
was in the capital right now. 


Tigre’s group left the audience hall, and when they had walked 
for a few steps, Gaspar stretched himself widely, whispering 
so that no one else would be able to hear, “Man, finally we 
managed to get those gifts off our hands.” 


“T was quite worried whenever I thought about the possibility 
of the handiworks getting damaged during the trip. I'd like to 
be spared from ever experiencing something like this again.” 
For a change, Gerard agreed with Gaspar on this. 


Though, Tigre shared their opinion as well. 


Oo 


On that day Tigre obediently slept at the guest house, just like 
the others. Exhaustion had accumulated on his long journey, 
and the tension only vanished after he had safely finished the 
audience, even with the other party just being Ruslan. 


At dawn, Tigre enjoyed a relaxed breakfast, before deciding to 
head to the palace with Gaspar, Gerard, and also, Damad. It 
might seem a bit pushy, but Tigre wanted to get the details 
about the king’s condition, and if they could meet with either 
Ruslan or Grand Chamberlain Milon, they might be able to get 
a favorable statement about the friendship between Brune and 
Zhcted, and that was something Tigre wanted Damad to 
witness. 


However, just as their little group was about to leave the guest 
house, Elen came to visit Tigre. The Vanadis was only 
accompanied by Lim, their faces pale with shock and 
nervousness. Before Tigre could even ask what had happened, 
Elen blurted out something unbelievable. 


“His Majesty the King has passed away.” 


Not only Tigre, but even Gaspar and the other two froze on the 
spot. After silence dominated the area for around three breaths, 
the youth finally managed to squeeze out some words. 


“* ..Is that...true?”’ 


“Just moments ago a messenger from the palace arrived at my 
place. One should show up here soon as well, I think.” 


“King Viktor dead...” Tigre muttered in shock. 


He was surprised when he had heard about the death of Ilda 
Kurtis yesterday, but the shock he suffered this time went way 
beyond that. Not knowing what he should make of this, Tigre 
asked Elen and Lim, “What’s going to happen from now on?” 


“T don’t know, but...if things follow what I’ve heard, Prince 
Ruslan will likely become the next king.” Elen replied, her 
arms folded. 


A crown prince inheriting the throne upon his father’s death 
was a common formality in kingdoms. 


“T’ll go to the palace now. After all, I have to learn of the 
detailed account. Come with me.” 


Tigre nodded. He was Regin’s representative, and as such, he 
might need to receive a handwritten letter from Ruslan, return 
to his country, and hand it over to Regin, depending on the 
circumstances. 


The party, now grown to six people, left the guest house, 
trying to head to the palace at a calm pace, but in the end they 
all fell into a quick march. 


—He was 62 years old this year, wasn t he? When I had the 
honor to meet him during the Sun Festival, he looked healthy, 
even if he was rather thin... 


Tigre recalled the face of the elderly king who had talked 
about various topics with him. 


Considering his age, it wouldnt be strange for him to suddenly 
die. Or maybe the first symptoms showed during the time from 
spring to summer. 


However, for Tigre’s group it still happened all too suddenly. 


—There 8 also the death of Lord Ilda. Misfortunes really 
never come single... 


The sky above the towering palace, as visible from where the 
SIX were, was covered by deep and thick, gray clouds. 
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The death of Zhcted’s king Viktor proved to be true. They 
were told that he had caught a cold after his body had grown 
weak most recently, developed a high fever, and passed away 
in his sleep. 


A dozen days flew past as the palace was busy with the 
preparations for the funeral service. 


King Victor was given a state funeral with Prince Ruslan 
serving as chief mourner. All the Vanadis attended, and even 
Figneria, the sole Vanadis who hadn’t been in the capital at the 
time, rushed over after receiving the notification. Tigre 
dispatched an urgent messenger to Brune, and the youth 
himself attended the funeral as Regin’s representative. 


OOo 


Several days after the funeral, in the afternoon, Tigre’s party 
gathered in Sofy’s mansion in the capital. Unlike Elen and 
Mila who had few occasions to visit Silesia, Sofy owned a 
mansion here as she had often been dispatched as emissary to 
other countries. According to Sofy, five servants and maids, 


whom she had brought along from Polesia, usually managed 
this mansion. 


The ones who visited as guests were six people in total: Tigre, 
Elen, Lim, Mila, Liza, and Olga. Seven if you added Sofy, the 
mansion’s owner, who had shown her guests into the living 
room, where they all sat around a big, round table. The maids 
carried in porcelain cups for everyone, and a big plate loaded 
with pastry. Next they poured the black tea, which Mila had 
brought with her as present, into everyone’s cups. 


Today Tigre’s group had assembled here for the sake of 
information exchange. After King Viktor’s funeral, the youth’s 
party had split into groups, running around in an effort to 
gather as much information as possible. Even they, who 
wouldn’t get agitated easily as they had survived many very 
precarious situations, couldn’t conceal their uneasiness over 
the current situation of the capital. 


As the host, Sofy looked at her guests, and spoke up first, 
“Does any of you wish to speak first, or should we go in order, 
starting with me?” 


“Okay, I suppose I'll make the start then. It’s about the recent 
situation in the palace. A bad atmosphere is dominating the 
place,” Elen said with a sullen face while chewing on a honey 


pastry. 
Elen and Lim had borrowed a room at a suitable inn, and spent 


their days going back and forth between the inn and the 
palace. 


For one thing, both were worried about Eugene, who had been 
their etiquette instructor. Eugene had fallen into a state of deep 
depression. In addition to having successively lost friends who 
were close to him in public and private with Ilda and Viktor, 
the marriage of his daughter to Prince Ruslan’s son Valeri had 
been mostly finalized. He said that Ruslan had happily given 
his consent after hearing of the situation. 


“Lord Eugene has...well, it can’t be helped in his current 
position...but he has become unable to go against His 
Highness Ruslan’s words. Moreover, because he’s well aware 


of it himself, he has started to hate himself, and is becoming 
gloomier by the day.” 


Wrath and and a feeling of being appalled crept into Elen’s red 
eyes. No matter how much Lim and her encouraged or soothed 
Eugene, they couldn’t cheer him up at all. Both of them were 
tormented by feelings of powerlessness and vexation, with 
faint traces of fatigue dyeing their faces. 


“T guess he’ll be suspected of treachery if he shows even the 
faintest trace of opposition against His Highness... It must be 
very hard on him.” Mila’s voice and face were filled with 
sympathy as she placed her lips at her cup’s rim. 


If Ruslan died right now, his son Valeri would become the next 
king. Because the ten-years-old Valeri would be too young for 
the throne, it’d probably become necessary for someone to 
take over the governmental affairs in his stead, and Eugene, 
Valeri’s soon-to-be stepfather, had plenty of experience in 
running the administration. 


“In addition, there’s too many visitors tiring Lord Eugene out 
— old acquaintances who try to rekindle their relationship with 
him after distancing themselves when they learned that he 
wouldn’t become the next king, and new people who attempt 
to butter up to him. And since he can’t return to Pardu 
either...” Lim explained in exchange for Elen. 


He was completely convinced that King Viktor had only 
brought him trouble at the very end, and moreover, the king 
passed away at the worst possible time. 


“Furthermore,” Elen had suppressed her anger as much as she 
could, speaking with a bitter look, “Figneria has apparently 
taken a room in some inn as well since she’s been frequenting 
the palace, too.” 


“T think I understand her feelings, considering the current 
situation of the capital.” Tigre gave his impression. 


He would have likely done the same in Figneria’s place. After 
all it’d be extremely likely for the Vanadis, who held political 
and military authority, to get dragged in, if a troublesome, 

political strife should occur in the capital. You could only call 


it reasonable for her to remain in the capital, trying to get a 
reading on the state of affairs. However, ultimately Tigre said 
this for the sake of pacifying Elen. She also realized that, 
flashed a smile at him, and tossed the rest of the honey pastry 
into her mouth. 


“Next I shall give you my report.” Liza said with plain 
unhappiness showing in her conspicuous rainbow eyes. 


Just like Elen and Lim, she had also spent her days going back 
and forth between the palace and her inn, but the red-haired 
Vanadis had mostly talked with Ilda’s friends and 
acquaintances. 


“Lord Ilda’s bereaved family and friends seem to make 
disturbing moves. I tried to look into it by talking with several 
of them, but it looks like some of them believe that Lord Ilda 
had been murdered.” 


“Murder, eh...? Do they have any grounding for such an 
accusation?” Mila asked. 


Liza shrugged her shoulders, “One is their belief that it would 
be impossible for someone as excellent at martial arts as Lord 
Ilda to die from falling down the stairs. They also argue that 
no one had actually witnessed it happening.” 


Having explained up to this point, Liza expressed her heartfelt 
gratitude to Elen, who had been nodding as if to show her full 
consent of what Liza said. 


“Leaving aside the first point, there’s actually another one. I 
hear that Lord Ilda harbored discontent over His Highness 
Ruslan having been appointed as successor of the crown. 
There’s a lot of evidence backing this. I didn’t know much 
about His Highness, but the more I listen to the stories about 
him, the more I agree with Lord Ilda.” 


What caused Liza to have doubts was the process of Ruslan’s 
return to the palace. It was said that Ruslan had already 
recovered his sanity by the time when he met with King Viktor 
in the audience hall around two months ago, after being 
brought along by Valentina. 


“What kind of method did His Highness use to recover from 
his mental illness that had been likely plaguing him during 
those last eight years...? Now that King Viktor died, it means 
only His Highness and Valentina know the answer to this.” 


“Hmm, considering we’re talking about that Valentina here, 
it’d be way too sloppy in execution.” Elen rebuked with a fed- 
up expression while stressing the that. 


All of the girls present here recognized the black-haired, 
scythe-wielding Vanadis as an excellent schemer. And in 
reality, Valentina had crushed General Kruger through strategy 
during the battle between Brune and Sachstein. 


At that moment, Olga, who had been silently stuffing her 
cheeks with sweets, snorted as if to request permission to 
speak. After wetting her lips with black tea and cleaning her 
hands with one of the provided handkerchiefs, she said, “It 
might have been unexpected.” 


“What do you mean, Olga?” Tigre asked with his head tilted in 
confusion. 


In response, Olga explained while looking up to him, “Prince 
Ruslan being appointed as successor to the crown on the next 
day. They might have planned to carry out things over a long 
period of time.” 


“Certainly, that sounds very reasonable.” 


The first one to give her approval was Sofy, blinking in 
surprise. Putting aside her personal opinion about Valentina, 
Sofy evaluated her abilities highly. It would be odd as to why 
she would have made such a blunder, but Sofy still could agree 
with the idea that King Viktor’s love towards his son might 
have exceeded Valentina’s expectations. 


“That’s the part everyone is considering strange. No matter 
how excellent Prince Ruslan might have been in the past, 
would you appoint him as inheritor of the crown without 
ascertaining his abilities after he was gone from the palace for 
eight years?” 


Everyone present shook their heads. There was no way they 
could have nodded here. Sofy revealed a bitter, plaintive smile 


at that. 


“T think King Victor did that out of his own volition. And that 
was a miscalculation for Valentina. Things might have 
changed though, hadn’t King Viktor passed away so quickly.” 
Liza wrapped up her explanation. 


Next Sofy began to talk. She had also visited the palace every 
day, but the Brilliant Princess of the Light Flower had been 
interviewing those who weren’t close to Eugene or Ida. 


“Summarizing it, the current court is completely lost.” 


Because Ilda died, King Viktor died, and Eugene lost most of 
his former glory, there was no one left capable of stopping 
Ruslan and Valentina. Those two were continuously bringing 
in new personnel from outside the palace. For those who have 
served at court for a long time, nothing could be more 
aggravating, but they didn’t have the courage to simply come 
out and oppose Ruslan. On the other hand, they were also 
reluctant about building a relationship of friendship and trust 
with Ruslan since they were aware of the incident eight years 
ago. This contradiction led to their place on court slowly 
eroding while they were puzzled on how to deal with this 
situation. 


“At this rate the royal palace will completely turn into the 
playfield of His Highness and Valentina. Leaving aside His 
Highness, I’d definitely like to avoid a situation where 
Valentina can wield her authority as she pleases.” 


If things kept heading in this direction, Valentina might 
become able to order Elen and the other Vanadis around in the 
name of Ruslan. Considering the close friendship between 
Ruslan and Valentina, this possibility couldn’t be brushed off 
as a pipe dream anymore. 


“Moreover, it looks like His Highness Ruslan plans to hold his 
coronation ceremony at the same time as the Sun Festival at 
the beginning of the year. It seems he believes that the time of 
mourning will be over once winter passes.” 


Lastly, Tigre, Mila and Olga took over the conversation. Their 
group hadn’t gone to the palace, but instead walked around the 


castle town. Sometimes they would pretend to be travelers, 
other times act like low-ranking nobles, going around and 
listening to the people talk. 


“T’ve been feeling a certain anxiety caused by King Viktor’s 
death, but since there’s a prince that seems to be dependable, 
most people are feeling relieved for the time being.” Mila 
commented after taking a sip of her black tea. 


King Victor had been ruling Zhcted for close to thirty years. 
Although several days already passed since the funeral, the 
shock was still deeply embedded in the hearts of the people. 
All the more so if it came to the capital’s residents who would 
directly look up to the royal palace everyday. 


Olga, who had been asked to give her report next, poured jam 
into her black tea while answering with a serious expression, 
“Many people feel relieved. It resembles an atmosphere of 
having been able to shelter all the sheep before a storm hits.” 


Noticing Sofy looking at him questioningly, Tigre shrugged 
his shoulders. 


“T agree with Mila and Olga. I think the people feel relieved 
that there’s at least a successor.” 


King Viktor did what he had to do as ruler back when he 
appointed Eugene as his successor. Assuming he revoked that 
because of his love towards his son, it’d make for a sad story. 


—Even so, I guess the matter with the demons will be 
postponed for a while. 


The Vanadis were the rulers of their respective principalities, 
and retainers of Zhcted, foremost. Even if the Vanadis might 
have the mission of fighting against the demons, it was still 
impossible for them to give that task their undivided attention. 
Much less in this situation. Probably they only had the choice 
between staying in the capital to obtain information as fast as 
possible, or immediately returning to their territory to mobilize 
their troops. 


—We defeated Drekavac, so it’d be great if they stay low for 
a while. 


“By the way, Tigre, what are you going to do?” 


Tigre was pulled out of his thoughts by Sofy’s question. The 
eyes of the Vanadis and Lim focused on the youth. When he 
stared back at them with a bewildered look, Mila threw him a 
lifeline. 


“It’s because you’re a Brunian. Wouldn’t you also have the 
option to immediately return to your country?” 


Tigre had safely concluded his task as chief delegate of the 
envoy. He also attended King Viktor’s funeral. In short, he had 
done everything he came here to do. All that was left for him 
was to extend his farewells to Ruslan, and set out on his 
journey back home. 


However, the youth shook his head with a gentle smile curling 
on his lips, “It might be fine to send the soldiers of the envoy’s 
entourage back home, but I think I should stay in the capital 
for a bit longer.” 


‘For what reason?” Lim confronted him. 


Clearly guessing her intention, Tigre answered with a laugh, 
“The envoy’s objective is a friendship with Zhcted. Now that 
Ruslan is going to become the ruler, it’s my duty to find out 
what kind of person our friend is going to be, right? This also 
includes grasping this country’s state of affairs, I’d say.” 


“That makes sense. Even if I’m only speaking for Leitmeritz, I 
think it’d be a big help if we could have the hero of a friendly 
nation stay with us during this critical time.” 


Listening to the two, smiles formed on the faces of the 
Vanadis. With this, the official procedures for Tigre’s stay in 
Zhcted were done. 
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Around the time when Tigre and the others were discussing 
their future moves at Sofy’s mansion, Valentina was absorbed 
in her own thoughts while idling in one of the palace’s 
gardens. Since Ruslan was currently resting, she didn’t have to 
be at his side. 


—Up to here everything has gone as planned. 


Things were advancing along her expectations, but she had 
been faced with two miscalculations. 


First, King Viktor had recognized Ruslan as his successor too 
readily. Valentina thought that it’d likely take more time to 
show that Ruslan would have no problems with being 
entrusted to handle the governmental affairs, and expected that 
they’d need to increase the number of supporters first, but it all 
went so smoothly that Valentina had to actually adjust her own 
schedule. 


Second, King Viktor’s death. She had anticipated that the old 
king wouldn’t last long anymore when she had an audience 
with him after her return from Brune, but she hadn’t expected 
him to pass away this quickly. 


But then again, there was likely no one who could have 
foreseen these two things. Moreover, Valentina had already 
finished fine-tuning her plan. 


Ruslan would become king, and sooner or later the crown and 
throne would be passed on from his hands to hers. Different 
from Brune, Zhcted had past precedents of queens ruling the 
land. If someone were to mention her royal lineage, Valentina 
was still a distant relative, but this would be irrelevant either 
way. Queen Valentina of Zhcted. That future was gradually 
coming closer. However, she still had enemies that needed to 
be purged, and thus she had to take the appropriate measures. 


OOo 


When Valentina came back to her office, she got a visit from 
Figneria. 


Offering her a chair, Valentina asked with a smile, “Have you 
considered the matter I proposed to you the other day?” 


Valentina had requested Figneria to support Ruslan. The 
current palace was in a state where not all noble lords stood 
behind Ruslan. Seeing how King Victor had appointed Ruslan 


as the next king on an official occasion, and with Eugene 
having acknowledged this appointment, no other competitors 
for the throne existed in reality, and it should be fine for 
Ruslan and Valentina to simply wait for the mourning period 
to end while preparing for the coronation ceremony. 


However, not only did some of the nobles still support Eugene, 
a number of them also kept their distance from Ruslan and 
Valentina, staying deeply wary of them. Ilda’s family and 
friends even harbored open animosity. The opposition against 
Ruslan, which Valentina had wanted to extinguish before it 
gained momentum, kept smoldering under the surface, far 
from vanishing. 


In this situation, a clear call of support for Ruslan by those 
with substantial power would be the quickest way to stifle any 
resistance. Also, it’d be advisable to not have those people as 
opponents down the line of Ruslan’s reign. 


For example, Sofya Obertas was clearly vigilant of Valentina. 
Of course, if asked, she would likely support Ruslan. 
However, in the meantime she’d definitely watch Valentina’s 
moves. Valentina also couldn’t be careless about Elen and 
Mila, who were close to Sofy. 


For this very reason, she had approached Figneria instead. 
Figneria’s reply was simple and concise. 


“T have a condition.” 
“Please enlighten me.” 
“T want land.” 


Valentina blinked in surprise as if Figneria’s blunt demand had 
been unexpected. She hadn’t considered her a woman who 
would give such a low-brow response. However, Figneria’s 
next words alleviated some of Valentina’s doubts. 


“T’d like to expand Legnica southwards.” 


South. In other words, she wants to close the distance to 
Leitmeritz. 


Valentina cracked a smile, answering, “I got it. I can’t promise 
anything, but I will try to bring it up with His Highness.” 


OOo 


Two days after the meeting at Sofy’s mansion, Liza was 
invited by Valentina. While keeping her guard up, Liza 
followed the call and visited the palace. 


Valentina greeted Liza in one of the parlors, “There’s 
something I'd like to request from you.” 


Valentina’s request was exactly the same she had extended 
towards Figneria several days ago. To be precise, she was 
asking Liza to openly announce her support of Ruslan. 


“Even without going out of my way to do something like that, 
I plan to loyally serve His Highness.” 


Upon Liza’s reply, Valentina explained that the open 
declaration bore importance, speaking as if she was divulging 
a secret. 


Liza laughed cheerfully, asking Valentina, “I wonder what 
kind of compensation I should demand in response?” 


“T can’t give you any land, just so you know.” 


Valentina’s comment was likely derived from her talk with 
Figneria. Legnica was situated south of Liza’s principality, 
Lebus, and east laid Valentina’s Osterode. She couldn’t 
consider land as an option like she had done in Figneria’s case. 


“For the time being, let’s have you owe me one,” answered 
Liza. 


The red-haired Vandis was thinking that Valentina had likely 
denied territory as an option for the sake of protecting her 
own. If Valentina was planning to fight Sofy, for example, she 
should form friendly relations with Liza and Olga, whose 
territories were close to Osterode, in advance, even if just as a 
precautionary measure. 


Moreover, Valentina revealed that Figneria was participating 
in this as well. 


“T think the three of us can restrain any arbitrary actions of the 
other Vanadis by supporting His Highness Ruslan.” Valentina 
said with a smile, overcast by a shadow. 
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Sofy had been slowly walking through the palace’s hallways. 
Her face missed its usual smile, and a premonition of the 
coming storm clouded her beryl-colored eyes. It was an 
afternoon, a few days since the meeting at her mansion. The 
sky was dark, blanketed by a carpet of gray clouds, and 
looking as if rain might fall at any moment. 


—I failed... 


Today Sofy visited the palace to meet and talk with three civil 
officials she was acquainted with. However, despite having 
made a prior appointment, she was turned down because of 
urgent matters when she arrived at the palace. Moreover, by all 
three of them. 


As might be expected, even Sofy felt disappointed by this. It 
reminded her of Ilda who had died in an “accident.” She had 
planned to ask around her other acquaintances, depending on 
the situation, but now that it had come to this, danger to her 
life would only increase the longer she stayed in the palace. 


I should leave this place as soon as possible. However, since 
it'd be bad if it becomes too obvious that I’m flustered, I’ve 
got to do it calmly and systematically. 


While trudging on, Sofy pondered about Valentina’s objectives 
once more. 


Valentina is definitely no fool. With her help, Zhcted might 
continue to flourish in peace just like it has done so far, even 
with Ruslan as its king. In Zhcted’s history there are several 
precedents of Vanadis staying next to the king, and helping in 
their reign. Considering it from this angle, the actions of the 
Illusory Princess of the Hollow Shadow arent odd by no 
means. 


However, Sofy couldn’t discard her doubt whether Valentina 
Glinka Estes would really be satisfied with just being the 
king’s counselor. 


—But, theres no evidence supporting this pet theory of mine 
whatsoever. 


As far as Sofy knew, Valentina had never openly defied the 
king, even if she might have occasionally shown a slow 
response to the king’s orders. The thinking to prioritize one’s 
own principality was prevalent among all Vanadis. 


Leaving the hallway, Sofy’s feet took her into a garden. She 
felt like she wouldn’t be able to endure the choking tension 
welling up within her, if she didn’t take a rest. This garden had 
no benches or other resting places, nor did it possess any 
flower beds. Various flowers were wildly blooming all over 
the place while partly surrounded by a small open space 
blanketed with a layer of trimmed grass. 


The sky was overcast, and the layers of her gray mantle were 
fluttering in the wind. Probably because of that, even the 
autumn flowers coloring the garden somehow seemed to lack 
vividness. 


— Although we might have talked about preempting 
Valentina s aim, a suitable flagbearer is needed if we’re going 
to oppose His Highness Ruslan and Valentina... 


However, as far as Sofy was concerned, she didn’t know of 
anyone fitting such a role. Ilda, who would have had the 
potential to stage an opposition, had left this world, and 
Eugene silently supported Ruslan. The other candidates of the 
crown succession line lacked ability and authority. 


Sofy let her thoughts drift while absentmindedly gazing at the 
flowers which were an expression of chaotic beauty. 


—Otherwise, we might as well... I wonder, should we use the 
move of bringing in a ruler from a completely unrelated 
place? 


At that point, the blond Vanadis interrupted her deliberations. 
Lifting both her hands high into the air, she shortly yelled, 
“Light Flower!” 


Cutting through space in response to its owner’s call, her 
draconic tool manifested alongside a golden radiance. The 
instant she grasped the staff, the area above her head darkened. 
At the same time, a strong impact pierced her hands, 
transmitted through her draconic tool. A jarring, metallic 
sound reverberated. 


“Aww, I almost had you.” A joyful voice reached Sofy from 
above. 


Its owner emitted a gentle breeze as they took a large jump 
backwards, landing at a spot around ten steps away from Sofy. 
Clad in a pure-white dress adorned with huge roses, the 
attacker grasped a sinister scythe of red and black colors in her 
slender arms. Black hair flowed down all the way to her hips. 


Valentina stood there with a smile you’d point at a close 
friend. 


“That’s a rather dangerous way to greet someone.” Sofy 
revealed a similarly friendly smile while holding her golden 
bishop’s staff at the ready. The loops at its end jingled. 
“Though I'd be happy if you could explain yourself.” 


“To keep it simple...you’re in the way, Sofya.” Valentina 
answered while keeping up her smile unchanged. 


In contrast to her, Sofy erased her smile, and glared at the 
black-haired Vanadis as a warrior. In her mind she laughed at 
herself for having been spot on with her apprehensions. 


Surrounded by the autumn flowers, the two Vanadis kept 
cautiously closing their distance. 


OOo 


While the two Vanadis were facing off in the royal palace, 
Liza walked through the slightly dirty back alleys of the 
capital by herself. Clad in an overcoat made out of deer pelt, 
and wearing a hat covering even her ears, she pretended to be 
a traveler. Her right eye was closed with make-up applied to 
its eyelid so as to fake a swelling. It was her own way of 


disguising herself. Her usual black dress and draconic tool 
were concealed beneath the overcoat. 


—It sure is a surprise for Valentina to know of such back 
alleys... 


Liza frowned while walking through an alley squeezed in 
between buildings, barely allowing a single person to pass 
through. Her grimace stemmed from the trash scattered on the 
ground, and the nauseating stench hanging in the air. 


Yesterday around evening, Valentina’s messenger visited 
Liza’s inn, and informed her of his employer’s words, telling 
Liza that Valentina wished to speak with her somewhere other 
than the palace. Because the number of people coming and 
going in the palace was too high, Vanadis stood out all the 
more. With this, the idea of a private talk was out of the 
question. Accordingly Valentina wished to change their 
meeting place to outside of the palace. An open, cleared space, 
where Valentina and Figneria would wait for Liza, was 
supposed to exist at the end of this route. 


Once Liza looked up, she saw a thin line of sky, laden with 
heavy, gray clouds hiding the afternoon sun, drawn between 
the buildings. 


—I wonder if I should have told someone about it. 


That thought suddenly crossed Liza’s mind, with Tigre, Elen, 
or Mila as possible candidates. But Liza shook her head, 
discarding her own notion. Tigre and Elen might have asked to 
accompany her if they had suspected something. Besides, Liza 
also had pride in her own abilities. She didn’t want to rashly 
depend on someone else, and thus was okay to keep it like 
this. 


She came out at an open space. Punctured barrels and broken 
jars were piled up in a corner. A faint trace of a rotten smell 
rose from the ground. And, a woman wearing an overcoat of 
the same color as Liza’s and a black hat with a wide brim 
leaned against a wall. Figneria. 


“Just you?” Liza called out to her, feigning calmness. 


Figneria lifted her face slightly. Her black eyes stared at the 
rainbow-eyed Vanadis, bearing a single, clear intent. Liza 
stopped. She fixed her posture, and drew her weapon at the 
same time as she powerfully stepped in. Both of them moved 
without a single shred of hesitation. Figneria’s hat danced 
through the air, her overcoat fluttering. 


Kustal 


“Steel Whip!” 


In response to the Princess of the Thunder Swirl’s shout, the 
black whip in her hand transformed into a cylindrical weapon. 
Alongside a flash, an odd noise resembling wind being torn 
apart resounded when the whip clashed against the two 
swords. The smell of burned air tickled the noses of both 
Vanadis. 


Faster than Liza could force her back, Figneria leaped 
backwards. While restraining Liza with the small, golden 
sword in her right hand, Figneria skilfully grabbed the hem of 
her overcoat with the left hand as she held the small sword 
with the scarlet blade, and flung it off, obviously bothered by 
it. 


“What bad luck.” While flashing a smile that would make 
anyone shiver, Liza also discarded her overcoat and hat on the 
spot. Countless, golden light particles had expanded beneath 
the overcoat, protecting her body. 


As creations by Thunder Swirl’s power, each and every single 
light particle was a lightning endowed with powerful heat. If 
Figneria had suppressed the black whip with one sword while 
cutting at Liza with the other, the blade would have been 
repelled by the lightning particles, and Figneria might have 
suffered a severe counterattack. 


“T wonder, could you be so kind as to tell me what you’re 
intending to achieve with this?” Liza glared at Figneria with 
her odd eyes while returning Thunder Swirl into its usual 
shape. 


The black-haired Vanadis stared back at Liza without a word. 
Her calm eyes told Liza that she should probably understand 
even without spelling it out explicitly. 


—So it means, theres no point in talking it over. 


They had either seen through Liza joining them with the intent 
of betrayal, or they had invited her as comrade with the intent 
to isolate and kill her from the very start. Liza didn’t know 
which of both applied here, but what she fully understood was 
that she’d likely never leave this back alley as long as she 
didn’t fend off Figneria first. 


A fearless smile formed on Liza’s lips. It wasn’t her style to 
yield obediently when challenged by an opponent. She was 
able to forge that trait against Elen. She felt some anxiety over 
her right arm which hadn’t fully recovered yet, but the 
battlefield was no place where such things mattered. 


With a spirited yell, Liza brandished her whip. Figneria 
dodged the lashing, which approached sharply while drawing a 
skillful curve, by swiftly lowering her body. In no time, Liza 
turned her wrist around, unleashing a second lash. Figneria 
dodged that one as well by rolling across the ground. 

However, when she raised her body, she felt the wall behind 
her. 


—Now! 


Liza switched her whip from her left to her right hand. In this 
narrow space, she had an overwhelming advantage when it 
came to combat distance. She intended to defeat Figneria 
crushingly by driving her on so that Figneria wouldn’t get 
another chance to get close. 


An impact. Valitsaif’s tip warped after being repelled by the 
two blades. Liza twisted her wrist. The whip drew a spiral, 
swooping down on Figneria without a rest. The wall was 
smashed apart alongside the sound of stone crumbling. Liza 
widened her eyes. 


Figneria’s body was airborne with the swords ready to strike. 
After she had repelled Liza’s whiplash, Figneria had jumped, 
and kicked off the wall, furthering her jumping height through 
the recoil. Her physical abilities were astonishing. Then she 
landed, stooping. Using that momentum, Figneria dashed, 
closing the distance to Liza in a breath. Liza barely managed 


to reel Thunder Swirl back for defense while retreating 
backwards. 


The two draconic tools clashed. Raging flames burned the 
atmosphere, and lightning dazzled visibility. Being 
overwhelmed by the impact, Liza rolled across the ground, 
sensing an intense numbness in her hand. Standing up, Liza 
roughly wiped away the dirt on her cheek. Then she noticed 
Figneria staring her way without a single change in her 
expression, swords ready to lunge. 
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